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KING RICHARD III. 
ACT Ah | 

8. C E N E, 4 Garden in the Tower. 
Enter Lieutenant and Servant. 
LIEVUTENANT. | | 

FF 45 King Henry walk d forth this morning? 


Serv. No, Sir, but it is near his hour. 
Lieu. At any time when _ ſee him here, 


Let no ſtranger into the garden; F 
1 wou'd not have him ftar'd at—See who's that 
Now ent'ring at the gate? [Knocking mithin. 

Serv, Sir, the Lord Stanley. | 

Lieu. Leave me LExit Serv. 


Enter Lord Stanley. 
My noble Lord, you're welcome to the Tower: 
I heard laſt night you late arriv'd with news 
Ot, Edward's vict'ry to his joyful Queen. 
Nan. Yes, Sir, and I am proud to be the man 
That firſt brought home the laſt of civil-broils; 
The houſes now of York and Lancaſter, 
Li::e —_— brothers fighting for birth-right, 


No more hill wound the parent that wou'd part em 3. 

Edward now fits ſecure on England's throne, _ | 
Lieu. Near Tewkſbury, ny Lord, I think they I 

Has the enemy loſt any men of note? {fought; i 


Kan. Sir, I was poſted home 
Ere an account was taken of the lain; 
. But as I left the field, a proclamation 4 
From the King was made in ſearch of Edward, 
Son to your priſoner, King Henry the Sixth, 


Which gave reward to thoſe diſcover'd him, 
A 2 | And 


0 | The Tragical Hiſtory of 


And him his life, if he'd ſurrender. father, 

Lieu. That brave young Prince, I fear's unlike his 
Too high of heart to brook ſubmiſſive life: 

This will be heavy news to Henry's ear, 
For-on this battle's caſt his all was ſet. 

Stan. King Henry and il!-fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 

But never yet was known to looſe his patience ; 
How does be pal the time in his confinement ? 

Lieu. As one whoſe wiſhes never reach'd a crown; 
The King ſeems dead in him—but, as a man, | 
He ſighs | Anna in want of liberty. 

Sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiſhes 
That fate had bleſs'd him with an humbler birth, 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 

San. Were it not poſſible fo fee this King? 

They fay be'll freely talk with Edward's friends, 
And even treats them with reſpect and honour. 

L'eu, This is his uſual time of walking forth 

(For he's allow'd the freedom of the garden,) 


After his morning prayer; ke ſeldom fails; 


Behind this arbour we unſeen may ſtand 


Awhile to obſerve him. [T hey retire. 


Enter King Henry, in Mourning. 

K. Hen. By this time the deciſive blow is truck ; 
Either my Queen and ſon are bleſs'd with victory, 
Or I'm hs cauſe no more of civil broils. 

Wou'd I were dead, if Heav'n's good will were fo, 
For what is in this world but grief and care? 

What noiſe and buſtle do Kings make to find it? 
When life's but a ſhort chace, our game content, 
Which moſt purſu'd is moſt compell'd to fly; 

And he that mounts him on the ſwifteſt hope, 

Shall often run his courſer to a ſtand ; | 
While the poor peaſant, from ſome diſtant bill, 
Undanger'd, and at eaſe, views all the ſport, 

And ſees content take ſhelter in his coitage. 

Stan, He ſeems extremely -mov d. 

Lieu. Does he know you? 

Nau. No, nor wou'd:þ: have him. | 

Li-u. We'll thew ourſelves. [TT hey come forward. 


K. Hen. Why, there's another check to proud ambiti- 
That man recein'd his charge trom me, and now (on; 


I'm his prifauer—he locks me to my reſt. 
Such an unlook'd-for change who: cou'd ſuppoſe, 
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That ſaw him Eneel to kiſs the hand that rais'd him; 


But that I ſhou'd not now complain of, 


Since I to that, tis poſſible, may owe : 

His civil treatment of me Morrow, Lieutenant. 

Is any news arriv'd?— Who's that with you? 

Lieu. A Gentleman that came laſt night expreſs 

From Tewkfbury—We've had a battle. | 
K. Hen. Comes he to me with lefters, or advice? 
Lieu. Sir, he's King Edward's Officer, your foe. 
K. Hen. Then he won't flatter me — You're wel- 

come, Sir; 5 | 

Not leſs becauſe you are King Edward's friend, 

For I have almoſt learnt myſelf to be ſo: 

Cou'd I but once forget I was a King, 

I might be truly happy, and his ſubjeR. 

You've gain'd a battle; 1s't not ſo? too ſoon, 
Stan, We have, Sir,—how, will reach your ear 
K. Hen. If to my loſs, it can't too foon—pray ſpeak, 

For fear makes miſchief greater than it is. 

My Queen! my ſont ſay, Sir, are they living! 


Stan. Since my arrival, Sir, another poſt 


Came in, which brought us ward, your Queen and ſon 
Were priſoners now at Tewkſbury, 'em now, 
K. Hen. Heaven's will be done! the hunters have 


And I have only fighs and prayers to help *em. 


Han. King Edward, Sir, depends upon his ſword, 


Yet prays heaftily when the battle's won; 

And ſoldiers love a bold and active leader. 
Fortune, like women, will be cloſe purſu'd; . * 
The Engliſh are high-mettled, Sir, and tis 
No eaſy part t& fit em well 


K. Hen. Alas! I thought them men, ant rather 


My foul was never form'd for cruelty : - 
In my eyes juſtice has ſeem'd bloody, 3 


To win their hearts by mildneſs than N 1 
aan 
YH ttt ii 


T2 


When on the vity-gates 1 have behele 


A trai-or's quarters parching in the ſun,. 
My blood has turn'd with horror at the ſigbt; 


I took em down, and bnry'd with his limbs 


The mem'ry of the dead man's deeds—Perhaps 


[1 


ils 


That pity made me look leſs terrible, 8 A K 


Giving the mind of weak rebeilion ſpirit; 8 


For Kings are put in truſt for all mankind, 
And when themſelves take injuries, who is fafe? 


49 It- 


King Edward! | 
Feels their temper, and *rwill be hard to throw him. 
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3 N Tragical. Hiſtory of | 
If ſo, I have deſerv'd theſe frowns of fortune. 
Enter Servant. . 
Hr. Sir, here's a gentleman brings a warrant 
For his.acceſs to K. ing Henry's preſence. 
' Lieut. I come to him. 
Stan, His buſineſs may require your privacy; 
Il leave you, Sir, wiſhing vou all the good 
That can be with'd+—not wronging him 1 2 
K. Hen. Farewell ! [Exeun?. 
Who cap this be? a ſudden coldneſs, 5 
Like the damp hand of death; has feiz d my limbs : 
1 tear ſome heavy. news! | 
pf xs Lieutenant. | 
Who is it, good Lieutenant? [ſeems 
Lieut. A Gentleman, Sir, from Tewkſbury — he 
A melancholy meſſenger for when I afk'd 
What news, his anſwer was a deep- tetch'd gh ; 
1 WO d not urge him, but Þ fear is fatal. [ Exit. 
Enter; Lreſſel, in anewrnng. 
K. Heu. Fatal, indeed! his brow¾'s the tale page 
That ſpeaks the nature of a, tragic volume. 
Say, triend, how does my Queen! my fon!.' _ 
Þ 199, Frembleſt, and the whiteneſs of thy cheek 
Is apter chan thy tongue to. tell che —— 
— n uch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, F F. bei A 
„0 ge ad in look, wr woe begone, 
Dl w Friam's curtain in the dead of, night; ＋ 
And would have tald him half bis Troy was burn d, % 
But Priam found the fire erp he his tonghe, 2720071 
And I my poor foir's death ere thou relatiſt it. 
Now woyld't thou fay your fon did thus and thus, 
— thus. your Queen ! jo fonght the valiant Oxford; 
Bar my 7 4 ear with their bold deeds; | 
Buz an ah bree 40 ſtop- my gan indeed „ 
Thou kat to blow, away this praiſe, 8 
Euding with en, and fon, and all are dead. 
Treſ. Your Queen, ye. tives, and many of, yohr / 


Bin tor my Lord yp. on - t [friends, 
K. Hen, Why, he is dead yet ſpeak, J. charge. 
Tell thou thy maſjer his ſuſpicion lies, [chee l. 


And J. Is tae it as a kind diſgrace, 1 
And thank thee well for doing me ſuch wrong. | 
Freſ. Would it were wrong to lay ; ; but, Wh your = 
fears are true. 5 
X. Een. Vet for all thi, * not, my "ay iS 7770 A. 
* | re! 
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Treſ. Sir, I am ſorry I muſt force you to 
Believe, what would to heaven I had not feen : 
But in this laſt battle near Tewkſbury, 

Your fon, whoſe active ſpirit lent a fire 

Ev'n to the dulleſt peaſant in eur camp, 

Still made his way where danger ſtood to oppoſe him. 
A braver youth, of more courageons heat, 

Ne'er fpurr'd his courſer at the trumpet's ſound. 
But who can rule th' uncertain chance of war? 


In fine, King Edward won the bloody field, (foners, 


Where both your Queen, and ſon, were made his pri- 
K. Hen. Yet hold! for oh! this prologue lets me in 

To a mot fatal tragedy to come. 

Dy'd he a priſoner, ſay'ſt thou? how ? by grief? 

Or by the bloody hands of thoſe that caught him? 
Treſ. After the fight, Edward in triumph atk'd 


Fo ſee the captive Prince the Prince was brought, 


W hom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms; 
Aſking what reparation he cou'd make 

For having ſtirr'd his ſubjects to rebellion ? 

Your ſon, unpatient of ſuch taunts, reply'd, 

Bow like a ſubject, proud, ambitious Vork, 
While I now ſpeaking with my father's mouth, 
Propoſe the fſelf-ſame rebel words to thee, - 
Which, traitor, thou would'ſt nave me anſwer to: 
From thefe, more words aroſe; till in the end 


King Edward, ſwell'd with what th' unhappy Prince 
At ſuch a time too freely ſpoke, his gauntlet 


In his young face with indignation ſtruck. 
At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reſt, 
Bury'd their tatal daggers in his heart. 
In bloody ftate I ſaw him on the earth, 
From whence with life he never more ſprung up. 

K. Hen. Oh! hadſt thou Rabb'd at ev'ry word's de- 

liverance; | | | 

Sharp poniards in my fleſh while this was told, 
Thy wounds had giv'n leſs anguiſh than thy words. 
Oh heav'ns! methinks I ſee my tender . 
Gaſping beneath the rav'nous wolves fell, gripe ! 


But ſay, did all—did they all frike him, fay'ft thon? 


Treſ. All, Sir; but the firſt wound Duke Richard gave. 
K. Hen. There let him ſtop! be that his laſt of ills! 
Oh barb' rous act! unhoſpitable men! 7 
Againſt the rigid laws of arms to kill bim! 

Was't not enough, his hope ot doth Oo gone, 
But muſt your hate be leyell'd at his life? 
or 


iy 
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For ills but thonght by him, are half perform'd. 


And take o 


10 | The Tragical Hiſtory of 


Nor cou'd his father's wrongs content you? 

Nor cou'd a father's grief diſſuade the deed ? 

You have no children—{(butchers it you had) 

The thought of them would ſure have ftir'd remorſe. 
Treſ. Take comfort, Sir, and hope a better day. 
R. Hen. On! who can bold a fire in his hand, 

By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 2 

Or wallow naked in December's ſnow, 

By bare remembrance of the ſummer's heat ? 

Away by heaven I ſhall abhor his ſight 

W hoever bids me be of comfort more! 

Tf thou wilt ſ:oth my ſorrows, then I'll thank thee; 

Aye! now thou'rt kind indeed! theſe tears oblige me. 

reſe Alas! my Lord, I fear more evil tow'rds you. 
K. Hen. Why, let it come, I ſcaree ſhall feel it 

My preſent wozs have beat me to the ground; [now, 

And my hard fate can make me fall no lower. | 

What can it be give it its uglieſt ſhape 

Ob my poor boỹj ß ; | 
Treſ. A word does that; it comes in Glo'fter's form. 
RK. Hen. Frightful indeed! give me the work that 

threatens. | | | oc, 
Treſ. After the murder of your fon, ſtern Richard, 

As if unſated with the wounds he had given, 

With unwaſh'd hands went from his friends in hafte ; 

And being aſk'd by Clarence of the cauſe, 

He, low'ring, cry'd, Brother, I muſt to the Tower; 

I've buſineſs there; excuſe me to the King: 

Before you reach the town, expect ſome news: 

This ſaid, be vaniſh'd—and I kear's arriv'd. 

K. Hen. Why then the period of my woes is ſet; 


Enter Lieutenant with an order. | 
Lieu. Forgive me, Sir, what I'm compell'd obey. 
An order for your cloſe confinement. 
K. Hen. Whence comes it, good Lieutenant? 
Lieu. Sir, from the Duke of Glo'ſter. 
K. Hen. Good night to all, then; I obey it; 
And now, good friend, ſuppoſe me on my death bed, 
Eine thy laſt, thort living leave. 
Nay, keep thy tears 'till thou haſt ſeen me dead: 
And when in tedious winter-nights, with good 
Old folk, thou ſitt'ſt up late 28 | 
To hear em tell the difmal tales 


Of times long paſt, ev n now with woe remember'd, 
; | Before 
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Before thou bid'ſt good night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable tall of me, - 
And ſend thy hearers weeping to their beds. | Exeunt. : 
| Enter Glo fer, [ wreaths, 4 
Glo'ft. Now are our brows bound with victorious 
Our ftern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings; | 
Our dreadful marckes to dclightful meaſures : | 
Grim-viſag'd war has ſmooth'd his wrinkled front, 
And now, inftead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of feartul adverſaries, F 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute : 
But I, that am not ſhap'd tor ſportive tricks, 
I, that am curtail'd oft man's fair proportion, 
eform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing a orld, ſcarce halt made up, 
And that fo lame! y and untaſhionable, 
That dogs bark ac me as | halt by em; 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to paſs away my hours, 
Unleſs to ſee my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on my own detormucy : 
Then ſince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, and o'erbear fuck 
As are of happier perſon than myſelf ; 
Why then to me this reſtleſs world's but hell, 
Till this miſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 
Be circled in a glorious diadem — -þ 
But then tis 6x'd on ſuch a height; oh! I 
Muſt ftretch the utmoſt reaching of my ſoul. 
I'll climb betimes, without remorſe or dread,, 
And my fri ſtep ſhall 'be on Henry's head. ¶ Exit. 
SCENE, a Chamber in the Tower. . 
King HEN&kv ſleeping. | 
Enter Lieutenant. | 
Lieu. Aſleep fo ſoon | but ſorrow minds no ſeaſons. 
The morning, noon, and night, with her's the ſame, 
She's fond ot any hour that yields repoſe. 
K. Hen. Who's there! ce, is it you! 
come hither! 1 4 
Lieu. Vou ſhake, my lord, and look affrighted. 
K. Hen, Oh! I have had the fearfull'ſt dream ſuch 
That as I live, | ES | [fghts, 
I would not paſs another. hour ſo dreadtul | 
Tho' 'twere,to buy a world of happy days. 


Reach 


My breaſt can b⸗tter brook thy dagger's point, [words;. 


But thou wert born to maſſacre mankind. 
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Reach me a book PI! try if reading can 
Divert theſe melancholy t}. oughts., 2 
f Enter Glo'ſter, „ 
0ſt. Good day, my lord; what, at your book fo: 
J difturb youu. ”- 


K. Hen, You do indeed. 1 

Olo ſt. Friend, leave us to ourſelves, we muſt confer. 

K. Hen. What bloody ſcene has Roſcius now to act? 

| [ Exit Lieutenant. 
le. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind: 
The thief does fear each buſh an officer. 

K. Hen. Where thieves without controlnent rob 
The traveller does fear each buſh a thief: and kill, 
The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 5 
With trembling wings miſdoubts of ev'ry buſh; 

And I, the hapleſs male to c ſweet bud, 
Have now the fatal object in 14% eye, mm 
By whom = young one bied, was caught and kill'd.. 

Glo t. Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of Crete, 

That taught bes ſon the office of a fowl, 

And yet tor all his wings the fool was drown'd: 

Thou ſhould'ſt have taught thy by his pray'rs alone, 

And then he had not broke his neck with climbing. 
K. Hen. Ah! kill me with thy weapon, not thy 


Than can my ears that piercing ſtory; . 
But wherefore doſt thou come? 'is't for my life? 
Glo'ft. Think'ſ thou I am an executioner ? 
K. Hen. If murd'ring innocents be executing, _ 
Then thou'rt the worſt of executioners; | 
Gl;'ft. Thy ſon I kill'd for his preſumption. 
K. Hen. Hadſt thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt 
Thou had not liv'd to kill a ſon of mine: [preſume, 


How many old men's fighs, and widows moans ; 
How many orphans water-ſtanding eyes, . 
Men for their ſons, wives for their hu bands fate, 
And children for ci: parents timeleſs death, 

Will rue the hour that ever thou wert born! 

The owl ſhriek' u at thy birth, an evil ſign; 

The night-crow cry'd, for boding tuckieſs time; 
Dogs howl'd, and hidt ous tempeſts ſhook down trees; 
The raven rook'd ber on the chimney's top, EY 
And chatt'ring pies in diſmal diſcord ſung ; 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 


And 


King Ric Ax D ü Third, 13 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope. 
Teh hadſt thou in thy head, when thou wert born, 
Which p/ainly ſaid, thou cam'ſt to bite mankind ; 
And if che rc it be true which I have heard, 
Thou cant | (ſpeech 
Glo'ſt. 1:1 hear no more Die, Prophet, in thy 
For this amongſt the reſt was I ordain'd. {tabs him, 
'K. Hen. Oh! and for nuch more flaughter after this; 
Juſt Heav'n forgive my ſins, and pardon thee. [Dies. 
Gloft, What! will th' aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
sink in the ground?--I thought it would have mounted. 
Sce how my ſword weeps tor the poor King's death. 
Oh, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed _. 
From thoſe that with the downfall of our houſe. 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither. 
J that have neither pity, love, nor fear: 
Indeed, tis true, What Henry told me of; 
For | have often heard my mother ſay, 
I came into the world with my legs forward; 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
. Goog Heaven bleſs us! ne is born with teeth! 
And fo I was, which. plainly ſignified 
That I ſhauld ſnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
Then fince the Heav'ns have fhap'd my bod 
Let Hell make crook'd my mind to anſwer it; 
I have no brother, I am no brother, 


And this word Love, which grey-beards call divine, 
Be reſident in men, like one another, 
And not in me — I am — myſelf alone. 
Clarence, beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light; 
But if 1 fail nor in my deep intent, 
Thou'ſt not another cay to live; which done, 
Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in. = 
But foft — I'm tharing ſpoil before the neld is won, 
Clarence fi!l breathes, Edward fill lives and reigns, 
When they are gone, then I muſt count my gains. 


HHS HHHHPRH HH ++ #4 ++ ++ e+e +++ re 
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SCENE, St. Pauls. 
Enter Treſſel, meeting Lord. Stanley. 


Treſ. XIV Lord, your fervant ; pray what brought 
7 M you 2 St. Paul's? les * 
| 5 | can. 
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| Where fits deformity to mock my body; 
To Mape my legs of an Unequal hze, 
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Stan. I came amongſt the croud to ſee the corpſe 

Of poor King Henry; tis a diſmal fight: 

But yeſterday I ſaw him in the Tower; 

His talk is ſtill fo freſh within my memory, 

That I could weep to think how fate has us'd him. 

I wonder where's Duke Richard's policy 

In ſuff ring him to lie expos'd to view 

Can he believe that men will love him for't? . 

Treſ. Oh yes, Sir, love him, as he loves his brothers. 

When was you with King Edward, pray, my Lord? 

I hear he leaves his food, is melancholy, | 

And his phyficians fear him mightily. 

San, Tis thought he'll ſcarce recover. 

Shall we to Court, and hear more news of him? 
| Frog I am oblig'd to pay attendagce here : 

The'Lady Anne has licence to remove 

King Henry's corpſe to be interr'd x Chertſey ; 

And I'm engag'd to follow her. 5 
Stan. Mean you King Henry's daughter-in- law? 
Treſ. The ſame, Sir, widow to the late Prince Edward, 

Whom Glo'fter kill'd at Tewkſbury, _ 

Stan. Alas! poor Lady, ſhe's ſeverely us d; 

And yet I hear Richard attempts her love : Chim. 

Methinks the wrongs he's done her might diſcourage 

- Tref. Neither thoſe wrongs, nor his own ſhape can 

fright him : 3 | 

He ſent for leave to viſit her this morning, | 

And ſhe was forc'd to keep her bed to avoid him: 

But fee, the is arriv'd—Will pou along 

To ſee this doleful ceremony 

Stan.” I'll Wait on you. | 
| Enter Glo'fter. 
 Gloſit.” Twas her excuſe to avoid me.— Alas! 

She keeps no bed — DS . 

She has health enough to progreſs as far as Chertſey, 

Tho' not to bear the fight of me. 

I cannot blame her- | 

Why, love forſwore me in my mother's womb, 

And, for I ſhould not deal in his ſoft laws, 

He did corrupt frail nature with a bribe, 

To ſhrink my arm up like a wither'd ſhrub, 


To make an envious mountain on my, back, 


Exer Mts | 


To diſproportion me in ev ry part; 
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And am I then a man to be belov'd? 

Oh monſtrous thought! more vain than my ambition; 
Enter Lieutenant haſtily. | 

Lieu. My Lord, I beg your Grace — 

G19jt, Be gone, fellow! I'm not at leiſure. 

Lieu. My Lord, the King your brother's taken ill. 

Glo'ſt. FH wait on him: leave me, friend, 
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Would he were waſted, marrow, bones-and all, 
That from his loins no more young brats may riſe 
To crois me in the golderf time 1 look tor. 


SC E NE draus and diſcovers Lady Anne in 


AMeourning, Lord Stanley, Treflel, Guards and 
Bearers, with King Henry's Body. 

But ſee! my love appears — Look where ſhe ſhines, 

Darting pale luſtre, like the filver moon, 

Thro' her dark veil of rainy ſorrow ! 

So mourn'd the Dame of Epheſus her love; 

And thus the Soldier, arm'd with reſolution, 

Told his ſoft tale, and was a thriving wooer, 

"Tis true, my form perhaps may little move her, 

But I've a tongue ſhall wheedle with the Devil : 

Yet hold, the mourns the man that I have kill'd 

Firſt let ker ſorrows take ſome vent—ſtand here, 

I'll take her paſſion in its wain, and turn 

This ſtorm of grief to gentle drops of pity 

For his repentant murderer. | He retires. 
L. Anne. Hung be the Heav'ns with black, yield 

day to night, | | 

Comets importing change of times and ſtates 

Brandiſh your fiery treſſes in the ſky, 

And with them ſcourge the bad revolting ftars 

That have conſented to King Henry's death. 

Oh be accurſt the hand that ſhed his blood, 

Accurſt the head that had the heart to do it; 

More direful, hap betide that hated wretch, 

Than I can wiſh to wolves, to {piders, toads, 


Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives; 


Fever he have wite, let her be made 
More miſerable by the lite of him. 
Than I am now by Edward's death and thine. 
Glojt. Poor girl, what pains the takes to curſe her- 


felt! 5 ide. 
L. Anne. If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
B Prodigious 


Prodigious and untimely brought to light, 
Whole hideous form, whoſe moſt unnat'ral aſpect 
Map tright the hopeful mother at her view, 


Or, by St. 
And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 


No beait fo iert e, but knows ſome touch of pity. 


Diſt thou not kill this King? [excus'd ? 
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And that be heir to his unhappineſs. 
Now on to Chertſey with your ſacred load. 7k 
619 ff. Stay, you that bear the coarſe, and ſet i 
down, | | 
Ia. * What black Magician conjures up this 
fend | 
Jo ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? | 
Cloiſt. er ſet, down the coarſe, or, by St. 
_ | 
Il make a coarſe of him that diſobeys. 
Guard. My Lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin 
aſs, | 
Citi. Unmanner'd ſlave ! Rand thou when I com- 
mand, 
Advance hy halbert higher than my breaſt, 
Paul, I'Il ſtrike thee to my foot, 


L. Anne. Why doſt thou haunt kin thus, un- 
; ſated fend? 
Thou had but power over his mortal body, 
His ſoul thou canſt not. reach, therefore be gone. 
Gloiſt. Sweet Saint, be not fo hard, for charity. 
L. Anne. If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
[Behold this pattern of thy buticheries. 
Why didſt thou do this deed ?' could not the laws 


Of man, of nature, nor of Heav'n diſſuade thee? 


Glo'ſt. If want of pity be a crime ſo hateful, 
M hence is it thou, fair Excellence, art guilty? 

IL. Anne, What means the flanderer ? 

Gl. Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe my crimes ſuppas'), to give me leave 
By circumſtance, but to «cquit myſelt {ſt1]] reeks 

L. Anne, Then take that ſword, whoſe bloody point 
With Henry's life, with my lov'dlord's youngEdward's, 
And here let out thy own, t'appeaſe their ghoſts. 

Glo'ft. By ſuch deſpair I ſhould accuſe myſelf. 

L. Anne. Why by deſpairing only canſt chou ſtand 


Glo'ſt. I grant ye. [ virtuous; 
L. Anne. Oh! he was gentle, loving, mild, and 
But he's in heav'n, where thou canſt never come. 


Gleft. 


in- 
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Glo'ſt. Was I not kind to ſend him tkither, then; 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 


L. Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Glo'ft. Yes, one place elſe — if you will hear mne 


L. Anne. Some dungeon. .name it. 
lo ft. Your bed- chamber. „ | 
L. Anne. Ill ret betide the chamber where thou 


Glo ſt. So it will, Madam, till Ilie in yours. [ly ſt. 


L. Anne. I hope ſo. 

Gloft. J know fo, . But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues, 
And fall to ſomething a more ſerious method. 

Is not the cauſer of th' untimely deaths . 


Of theſe Plautagenets, Henry and Edward, 


As blameful as the-executioner ? effect. 


L. Anne. Thou wert the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd 
Glo'ft. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect, 
Your beauty! that did haunt me in my ſleep, 
To be doe death of ail the world, 
So I might live one hour in that ſoft boſom! 


L. Anne. If I thought that, I te}! thee, homicide, - 


Theſe-hands ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks. 


Glo'ſt. Theſe eyes could not endure that beauty's - 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by: [Wreck 3. 


As all the world is nouriſh'd by the ſun, 
So I by rthat—lt is my day! my life! 


L. Anne. I would it were, to be reveng'd on thees + 


Gl7/t. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 

To with revenge on him that ioves thee. 
L. Anne. Say rather tis my duty, 

To. ſœck revenge on him that kill'd my huſband. 
Glo'ſt. Fair creature, he that kilFd thy huſband,” . 


Did it to—help thee to a better huiband. 
L. Anne, His better does not breathe upen the earth. 
Gloiſt. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 


La. Anne. Name bim. 

619 H. Flantagenet. 

L. Inue. Why that was he. 

G left. The ſelt- ſame name, but one of ſofter nature: 

L. Anne. Where is he? | [ here. 

Glo'ft. Ahl take more pity in thy eyes, and fee bim 
IL. Anne. Would they were b:$i:ifks to ſtrike thee dead. 

Glolſt. I would the, were, that I might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a Ling death; 
Darting, wich cruel aim, deſpair. and love: 


2 , I never © 


* 
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I never ſu'd to friend, or enemy; 

My tongue could never learn ſoft ſmoothing words; 

But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, | [ſpeak 

My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to 
L. Anne. Is there a tongue on earth can ſpeak for thee? 

Why dſt thou court my hate? - [yet, 
27%. Where will this end? She frowns upon nim 
San. But yet the hears him in her frowns—T1 fear 

Ein. 3 [temp. 

Gle'ft, Ot, teach nat thy foft lip ſuch cold con- 

If thy relentteſs heart cannot forgive, 

2, 5. 4 lend thee this ſharp;pointed ſword, 

Wuick, it thou vleaſe to hide in this true breaft, 

Aud let the honeſt ſoul out that adores thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly f:coke, | 

And humbly beg that death upon my knee, ; 
L. Anne, What ſhall J ſay or do] direct me heavn; 

M ben ftones weep, ſure the tears are natural, 

Ana heav'n lt inſtructs us to forgive, 

Wen they do ſiow from a fiacere repentance. | 
'Glo'fi. Nay, do not pauſe, for I did «ill King Henry, 

But 'twas thy wond'rous beauty did provoke me; 


Or now d;.patch—'twas I hat Rabb'd young Edward, 


But 'twas thy heav'nly face that ſet me on; 


And I might fill per ſiſt (ſo ſtubborn is 
My temper) to. rejoice at what, I've done, 
But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring ſeas 
Obey the changes of the moon) have turn'd 
My keart, and made it fiow with 3enitence. 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me, 

| Me drops the ſword. 

L. Anne. No, though I wich thy death, 

I will not be thy execationer. | ; 
Glo'ft. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it. 
L. Anne. I have already. | 
G1. That was in thy rage; 

$25 It again, and with thy word, | 

Tis gilly hund, that robb'd thee of thy lave, 

Shall, tor thy love, revenge thee on thy lover. 

To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceflary, 

Treſ. By heav'n ſhewants the heart to bid him do't. 
Lan. What think you now, Sit ? | 
Treſ. I'm ſtruck! I ſcarce can credit what I ſee. 
Jan. Why, you ſce a woman. ; 

Jreſ. When future chronicles ſhall ſpeak of this, 


hey 


— 


c. 


lis, 


They will be thought romance, not hiſtory. | 
Glo'ft. What, not a word to pardon or condemn me? 
But thou art wiſe—aud can't with filence. kill me; 


Vet ev'n in death my fleeting ſoul purſues thee ; 


Daſh not the tears of penitence away; 


I aſk but leave t'indulge my cold deſpair: - 


By heav'n! there's joy in this extravagance 

Of woe—'tis melting ſoft, tis pleaſing ruin. 

Oh! 'tis too much, too much for life to bear 

This aching tenderneſs of thought, [thy crimes? 

L. Anne, Wouldft thou not blame me to forgive 

Glo ſt. They're not to be forgiven; no, not even 
Penitence can attone em Oh wiery 
Of thought ! that ſtrikes me with at once repentance 
And deſpair Tho' unpardon'd, yield me pity. 

IL. Anne. Would I knew thy heart. | 

61 ft. Tis figurd in my tongue. 

L. Anne. I fear me both are falſe. 

Glo ſt. Then never man was true. 

L. Anne. Put up thy ſword. 

Gli. Say then my peace is made. 

L. Anne, That ſhalt thou know kereafter, 

Glolſt. But ſhall I live in hope * 

J. Anne. All men, I hope, live fo. 

Gloſt. 1 ſwear, bright ſaint, I am not what I was. 
Thoſe eyes have turn'd my ſtubborn heart to woman z 
Thy goodneſs makes me ſoft in penitence, 

And my harſh thoughts are turn'd to peace and love. 
Oh if thy poor devoted ſervant might 

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou would'© confirm his happineſs for ever. 

L. Anne. What ist? | 

Glo'ft. That it may pleaſe thee leave thele ſad deſigns 
To him that has moſt cauſe to be a mourner, 

And preſently repair to Crotby-Houſ:z ; 

Where, after I have ſolemnly interr'd, 

At Chertſey monaſt'ry, this injur'd King, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 

I will with all expedient duty ſee you: 
For divers unknown reaſons, I ie you 

Grant me this favour. 

L. Anne. I do, my Lord, —and much it joys me, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. x {too, 
Treſſel and Barkley go along with me. 

Gt. Bid me farewell. | 

L. Anne. 'Tis more than you deſerve 
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But finee you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I have ſaid farewell already. LExit. 
Guard, Towards Chertſey, my Lord? | 
Got. No, to White-friars, there attend my coming. 
[Exeunt Guards with the body. 


Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 


Was ever woman in this humour won? 

III have her, but I will not keep her long. 

What! I that kill'd her huſband and her father, 

To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate, 

With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by, me, 
Having Heav'n, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt 
And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, 

But the plain devil, and diflembling looks! 

And yet to win her! all the world to nothing ! 

Can ſhe abaſe her beauteous eyes on me, 

Whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus ! 

My Dukedom to a widow's chaſtity, 

I] do miſtake my perſon all this While: 

Upon my lite, the finds, aitho' 1 cannot, 


Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man. 
III have my ch:mbers lin'd with looking-glafs z 


And entertain a ſcore or two of Taylors, 

To ftudy taſhions to adorn my body. 

Since J am crept in favour with myſelf, 

I will maintain it with ſome little coſt; 

But frſt, IIl turn St. Harry to his grave, 

And then return lamenting o my love. 
Shine out, fair fun, till I ſalute my guiſs, 
That 1 may ſee my ſhadow as I paſs. Exit. 

SCENE, the Preſence, 

Enter Buckingham haſtily, meeting Lord Stanley. 
Buck. Did you ſee the Duke? | 
Stan. What Duke, my Lord? 
Buck, His Grace of Glo'ſter, did you ſee him? 
Han. Not lately, my Lord—I hope no ill news. 
Buck, The worſt that heart e'er bore, or tongue 

Edward the King, his royal:brother's dead! [can utter, 
San: Tis ſai, indeed !—I wiſh by your impatience 

To acquaint him tho, you think it ſo to him. | Afide. 


Did the King, my Land, make any mention 


Of a protector for his crown and children ? 


Puck, He did—Duke Richard has the care of both. 
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San. That ſad news you're afraid to tell him, too. 
Sy [Aſide. 

Buck. He'll ſpare no toil, I'm ſure, to fill Fis place. 

Stan. Pray Heav'n he's not too diligent. [ Aſide. 
My Lord ls not that the Ducheſs ot York, 

The King's mother? coming, I fear, to viſit him. 

Buck. Tis ſhe—little thinking what has befall'n us. 

Enter Nucheſs of York. 
Duc. of York. Good day, my Lords; how takes 
the King his reſt? | 
Buck, Alas | Madam, too well—he fleeps for ever, 

Dur, of York. Dead! Good heav'n fupport me! 

Buck. Madam, was my unhappy lot to hear 
His laſt departing groans, and cloſe his eyes. 

Duc. of York. Another taken from me, too: why, 
Am I Kill left the laſt in life and woe? [juſt heay n, 
Firſt I bemoan'd a noble huſband's death, 

Yet liv'd with looking on his images: 

But now my laſt ſupport 's gone——hirſt Clarence, 
Now Edward is for ever taken from me : 

Both crutches now the unrelenting hand 

Of death has ſtricken from my feeble arms, 

And muſt now of force fink down with forrow. 

Buck. Y or youngeſt ſn, the noble Richard, lives: 
His love, I know, will teel his mother's cares, 

And bring new c«mtfort to your latter days. _ 
Duc. of Yrk. Twere new, ihdeed! for yet cf 
Unleſs a churliſh diſpofition may [him I've none, 
Be counted from a child a mother's comfort. 

From his malicious grudge I know my ſon, 

His brother Clarence' death was firſt contriv'd ; 

But may his penitence find heaven's mercy. 

Where is the Queen, my Lord? 

Buck, I lett her with her kinſmen, deep in ſorrow, 
Who have with much ado perſuaded her 
To leave the ** Madam, they are here. 


Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet. 


Queen. Why do you thus oppoſe my-grief? unleſm 


To make me rave, and weep the faſter ? ha! 
My mother too in tears! freſh ſorrow firikes 
My heart, at fight of ev'ry friend that lov'd 
My Edward living—Oh, mother, he is dead ! 
Edward my Lord, thy ſon, our King is dead! 
Oh! that my eyes could weep away my ſoul! 
Then I might follow worthy of his hearſe, 


Stan 
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| 
M1 | 
Fi! + San. Your duty, madam, of a wife is dead, 
Hi And now the mwther's only claims your care. ] 
BY Think on the prince, your jon, —ſend fur him firaight, | 
1 And let his coronation clear your eyes. 
: 1 8 . . by 
Yi Bury your griets in the dead Edward's grave, | 
Vi Revive your joys on living Edward's throne. N 
| © yu. Alas] that thought but adds to my afflictions. 
BY New tears for Edward gone, and fears for Edward 


14 An helpliſs child in his minorit [living 3 
1 Is in the truſt of his ſtern uncle Glo'ſter; 


Nt A man that ftrgwns on me, and all of mine. 

BI'L + . 

1. Buck. Judge not fo hardly, madam, of his love; 
þ [1 Your ſon will- find in him a tather's care. 

Wi ; Enter Glo'ſter behind. 1 
| | | : Glo'ft; Why ay! thefe tears look well--Sorrow's the 
14 nd every one at court muſt wear it now: mode, 


114 With all my heart; I'll not be out of fafl 101. | Aſide. 
1 Qa. My lord, juſt heaven knows, I never hated 
if { Glo'ſter; 


1 But wou'd on any terms enibrace his friendſhip. 

[it Buck. Theſe words wou'd make kim weep—} know 
i him yours : f 
11 See Where he comes in ſorrow for our loſs. 

| Glo'ſt. My lords, good-morrow, couſin of 
{10 Buckingham, | 

. I am yours, | | [ Weeps. 
| Buck. Good morning to your grace, 


Gle'ſt, Methinks 

Wie meet lite men, that had forgot to ſpeak. 
Buck. We may remember—but our argument 

Is now too mournful to admit much talk. [it ſo. 
Glo'jt. It is indeed! peace be with him that made 

Siſter, take comfort—'tis true, we've all cauſe 

To mourn the dimming of our ſhining ſtar; 

But ſorrow never cou'd revive the dead; | 

And, it it cou'd, hope wou'd prevent our tears; 

So we muſt weep becauſe we weep in vain. 

Madam, my mother—l do cry you mercy, 

My grief was blind—I did not ſee your grace. 

Moſt tumbly on my knee 1 crave your bleſſing. : 
Duc. of York. Thou haſt it, and may thy charitable 

Heart and tongue love o ie another; may heav'n 

Endow thy breaſt with meekneſs and obedience, 
G!o'ſt. Amen, and make me die a good old man: 

That's the old but-end of a mother's blefling ; 
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What think'ft t 


The conguer'd lady Anne is bound in vows, 
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J maryel that her grace did leave it out. | [Alle. 
Buck. My lords, J think 'twere fit that now prince 
Edward | 


Forthwith frum Ludlow ſhou'd be ſent for home, 
In order to his coronation, | 

Gl. By all inraus, my lords—Come,' let's in to 
And ap oint who hl be the meflengers: [couficil, 
Madam, and you, ini fitter, pleaſe you go 
To give your ſentimæuts on this occaſion. 

ad. My 1rd, your wild. un needs no help from me 
My glad conſem you have in all that's juſt; | 
Or tor the people's good, tho' | ſeffer by't. 

Glo'ſt. Eleaſe you to retire, madam; we ſhall propoſe 
What you'd nut think the people's wiongs no yo FS, 

Su. May heaven proſper al! your good intent. 

: [ Exeunt' all but Glo ter ani Buck. 

Glo'/t. Amen, with all my heart, for n:ine's the 

Crown: 
And is not that a good one — ha! pray'd ſhe not 
well, coufin ? 

Buck. J hope ſhe propheſy'd you now ſtand fair. 

Glo'ſt. Now by St. Paul, 1 feel it here—methinss 
The maffy weight on't galls my laden brow : | 

. nh couſin, wer't not an eaſy matter 
To get lord Stanley's hand to kelp it en? 

Buck. My lord, I doubt that for his father's fake; 
He loves the prince too well; he'll ſcarce bz won 
To any thing agiinf him. | | 

Glo'ſt. Poverty, the reward of honeſt fools, | 
O'ertake him for hat think'ſt thouthen of H:ſting 

Buch. He ſhall be try'd, my lord Il find out 
Catetby, 
Who ſhall at ſubtle diſtance ſound his thoughts: 

But we muſt ſtill ſuppoſe the worſt may happen: 
What if we find him cold in our dehgn *? | 
61ſt. Chop ff his head—ſomething we'll ſoon de- 
But haſte and find out Cateſby, [termine z 
That done, follow me to the council-chaniber ; 

We'll not be ſeen together much, nor have 
It known that we cunter in private—therefore 
Away, good coutin. 

Buck. Ian gone, my lord. 1 Exit. 

G1 t. I hus far we run before the wind; 

My fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that I dare afk. 


Faſt 
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Faſt as the prieſt can make us, we are one. 


os 


The king, my brother, ſleeps without his pillow, 
And I'm Jeit the guardian ot his infant heir. 

Let mie fee | | a 
The prince will ſoon be here—let him! the crown 1 
Oh yes! he ſhall have twenty globes and ſcepters too, 
New ones, made to play witnal but no coronation—- 
No, nor any court flies about him—no kinſmen. * 


Hold ye—where ſhall he keep his court? 


Ay—the Tower. [ Exit. . 


—_— 


ACT III. SCENE EL 
Enter Prince Edward, Glo'fter, Buckingham, Lord 


Stanley, Treſſel, and Attendants. 
Glo'ſe. N OW, my royal couſin, welcome to London: 
a | Welcome to all thoſe honour'd dignities 
Which by your father's will, and by your birth, 
You ftand th? undoubted heir pofleſsed of: 
And, if my plain fimplicity of heart 
May take the liberty to ſhew itſelf, 
You're tarther welcome to your uncle's care. 
And love Why do you 6gh, my lord? 
The weary way has made you melancholy. 
P. Ed. No, uncle, but our croſſes on the way 


Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy: 


I want more uncles here to welcome me! 
Treſ. More uncles! what means his highneſs? 
Kan. Why, fir, the careful Duke of Glo'ſter has: 

Secur'l. his kinſmen on the way—lord.Rivers, Greys 

Sir Thonias Vaughan, and others-of his friends, 

Are priſoners now in Pomiret caſtle; 

On hat pre:ence it boots rot——there they are, 

Let. the devil and th- duke alone to accuſe em. 

G1 fr. My lord, the mayor of London comes te 

greet you.. | | 
ner id Mayor and. Citizens. 

L. Mauer. Vouchſafe, moſt gracicus ſovereign, to 
The general homage of your loyal cy: (accept 
We t:rtter big gouf ro; al leave to ſpeak 
In deep conzolement of your tather's loſs; 

And, as fur as our irue ſorrow would permit, 

To 'pratulate your acceſſion to the throne. | 
P. Ed. 1thank you, good ny lord, and thank you all. 

Alas, my youth 1s yet unit to govern, . 
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Fherefore the ſword of juſtice is in abler hands : 


But be affur'd of this, ſo much already 

I perceive I love you, that tho i know not yet 

To do you offices of good; yet this 1 know, 

III ſooner die, than baſely do you wrong. 
G1 /t. So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay do ncver live 
long. | [ Aide. 
P. Ed. My lords, 


I thought my mother, and my brother York, 


Wuou'd long ere this have met us on the Way: 
Say, uncle Gio'ſter, it our brother come, 
Where {hall we ſojourn till our coronadon ? 
Glo ſt. Where it ſhall ſeem beſt to your royal ſelf; 
May J adviſe yon, fir, ſome day or two | 
Your highneſs thall repoſe you at the Tower; 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhail be thought moſt fit 


For your beſt health and recreation: 


P. Ed. Why at the Tower? but be it as you pleaſe. 
Buck. My lord—your brother's grace of Vork. 
Enter Duke and Ducheſs of York. 
P. Ed. Richard of York! how tares our deareſt 


brother ? [Entracing. = 


D. of York. Oh, my dear lord! ſo I muſt call you now. 
P. Ed Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours. 
Too ſoon he dy'd, who might have better worn 
That title, which in me will loſe its majeſty. 

Glo /t. How fares our couſin, noble lord of York? 
D. ot York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle On, m 
You ſaid that idle weecs were faſt in growth; riord, 

The king, my brother, has out-grown me far. 
Glg'/t. He has, my lord. 
D. of Yori. And therefore is he idle? 
Glo'/t, Oh, pretty couſin, JI maſt not ſay ſo, 
D. of York. Nic y, un le, I don't believe the Hying's 


For it it were, you'd be un idle weed. [ iruey 
Glc'/*. How fo, couſin? ( taſty 


D. of York. Becauſe I've heard folks ſ:y you grew 10 


Your teeth wou'd gnaw a crift at two ous Did: 


Now etwas two yeirs ere I cou'd get a 10h. 
Glo'ſt Indeed! i nad the bratis ra ght ths ef ide 
8 2 
Who told thee this, my pretty merry ccun? 
M pretty y | 
D. of York. WAY: your nurſe, uncle. | wer born. 
Glo ſt. My nurſe, child! ſhe was den fore hou 
p , 1 "Bit 
D. of York. It 'twas not ſhe, I can't tell who to. me. 
' Glo jt, 
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a& The Tragical Hiſtory of 
Glo. ſt. So ſubtle, too— tis pity thou art ſhort- 
| - þ  [Afide. 
P. Ed. My brother, uncle, will be croſs in taik. 


Glo ſt. Oh, fear not, my. lord, we ſhall never quarrel. | 


P. Ed. I hope your grace knows how to bear with 
him— (me 
D. of York. You mean to bear me not to bear with 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me: 

Becauſe that Lam little like an ape, 

He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders, 
P. Ed. Fy, brother, I have no ſuch meaning. 
Stan. With what a ſharp, provided wit he reaſons: 

To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 8 

He prettily and aptly taunis himſelf. 
ref. So cunning and ſo young is wonderful! 
Glo'ſt, My lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along? 


Myſelf and my good couſin of Buckingham 


Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet and bid you welcome at the Tower. 
D. of York. What | will you go to the Tower, my 
dear lord? 5 | 
P. Ed. My lord proteQor will have it ſo. 
D. of York. I ſhan't ſleep in quiet at the Tower: 
Gt. I'Il warrant you king Henry lay there, 
And he fleeps in quiet. | { A/ide. 
P. Ed. What ſhould you fear, brother? 
D. of York. My uncle Clarence“ ghoſt, my lord; 
My grandmother told me he was kill'd there. 
p. Ed. I fear no uncles dead. | 
Glo'ſt. Nor any, fir, that live, I hope. 
P. Ed. I hope fo, too—but come, my lords, 
To the Tower, ſince it mult be fo. 


[ Exeunt all but Gloſter and Buckingham: 


Buck., Think you, my lord, this li prating York 
Was not inſtructed by bis ſubtle mother 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobrioutiy { 
Gt. No doubt; no doubt; oh is a threwd young 
tubborn, bold, quick, forward and capable! [maſter ; 
He is all the mother's from the top to the toe: 
But let them ret—now what ſays Cateſby? 

Buck. My lord, 'tis much as I ſuſp:Red, and 
He's here himſelt to inform you. | | 
Glo'ſt. So, Cateſby—haſt thou been tampering ? 
What news? | | | 
Cat. My lord, according to th' inſtruction giv'n a 
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King R1cHaARD le Third. : 27 
With words at diſtance drop'd, I ſounded Haſtings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your purpcſe; 
To which indeed I found him cold, unwilling : 


The ſum is this--he ſeem'd a while to underſtand me not, 


At length, from plainer ſpeaking urg'd to anſwer, 

He ſaid in heat, rather than wrong the head 

To whom the crown was due, he'd lofe his own. 
Glo'ft. Indeed! his own then anſwer for that ſaying: 

He thall be taken care of—mean while, Cateſby, 

Be thou near me—QCoulin of Buckingham, 

Let's loſe no time—the mayor and citizens 

Are now buſy meeting in Guildhall : 

T hither I'd have you haſte immediately, 

And at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 

Improve thoſe hints I gave you late to ſpeak of : 

But above all inter the baſtardy 

Ot Edward's children; 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perſon ; 

Teil 'em, when my mother went with child-of him, 

My princely father then had wars in France, 

And by true cumputation of the time, 

Found, that the iſſue was not his bego., 

Which in his lineaments too plain appear'd, 

Being nothing like the noble. York my father 

Yet touch bis ſparingly, as 'twere far off, 

Becauſe, my lord, you know my mother lives. . 
Buck, Doubt not, my lord, III play the orator 

As if myſelt might wear the golden fee 

For which I plead. 2 
Glo'ft. If you thrive well, bring 'em to ſee me here, 

W here you thall find me ſeriouſly employ'd 

With the molt learned fathers of the church. 
Buck, I fiy, my lord, to ſerve you. 


Gloft. To ferve thyſelf, my coutin ; 


For look, when It am king, claim thou of me 


The earldom of Hereford, and all thoſe moveables 
W hereot the king my brother ſtood poſſeſo'd. 
Buck, I ſhall remember that your grace was bounti- | 


Glo'ſt. Couſin, I have ſaid it. [tu]. 

Buch. I'm gone, my lord. | [Exit. 

Elo ſt. So, I've ſecvr'd my couſin here. Theſe move- 
Will never let his brains reſt till I'm king. [ables 


Cateſby, go you with ſpeed to doctor Shaw, 
And thence, to friar Beuker bid 'em both 
Attend me here, within an hour at fartheſt; 
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Mean while my private orders ſhall be given, 


Exit Cateſby. 
To lock out all admittance to the princes. 

Now, by St. Paul, the work goes bravely on. 
How many frightful ſtops would conſcience make 
In ſome ſott heads, to undertake like me? 

Come, this conſcience is a convenient ſcarecrow, 
It guards the fruit which prieſts and wiſe men taſt 
Who never ſet it up to tright themſelves; 4 
They know tis rags, and gather in the tace on't; 
While half-ſtarv'd thallow daws thro' fear are honeR. 
Why werelaws made, but that we're rogues by nature ? 
Conſcience! 'tis our coin, we live by parting with it; 
And he thrives beſt that has the moſt to ſpare. | 
The proteſting lover buys hope with it, 

And the deluded virgin fhort-liv'd pleaſure: 

Old gray-beards cram their avarice with it; 

Your lank-jaw'd hungry judge will dine upon't, 

And hang the guiltlefs, rather than eat his mutton cold: 
The crown'd head quits it for deſpotic ſway, 

Tre ſtubborn people tor unaw'd rebellion. 

"There's not a flave but has his ſhare ot villain: 
Wiy then ſhall atter-ages think my deeds 

inhuman, fince my worſt are but ambition, 

£v'n all mankind to ſome lov'd ills incline; 
rent men Chooſe greater fins, ambition's mine. [ Exit. 

| Enter Lady Anne. 

L. A. When, when ſhall I have reft! was marriage made 
To be the ſcourge of our offences here? 
On! no—'twas meant a blefling to the virtuous; 

ir once was ſo to me, tho'now my curſe. 

"The friüt of Edward's love was ſweet and pleafing ; 
But, Ch! untimely cropt by cruel Glo'ſter; 

Who rudely having gratted on his ſtock, 

Now niakes my lite yield only ſorrow. 

Let ins have muſic to compoſe my thoughts. 

| [t muſic, 

It will not be—naught but the grave can cloſe my eyes. 
How many lab'ring wretches take their reſt, 

While I, night after night, wich cares lie waking ! 
As if ihe gentle nurſe ot nature, ſleep, 

H vow'd to rock ny peevith ſenſe no more. 
O arial fleep! conſt tnou in ſmoaky cottages 


Sirch ow he reafant's limbs on beds of ftraw, 
Aud lay bim faſt, cram'd with diſtreſsful bread 
Wet iu "he ſofteſt breeze of peacetul night, 


cCauopies of coſtly Rate, Tho 
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Tho' lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody, 


Refuſe one moment's ſlumber to a princeſs ? 

Oh ! mockery of greatneſs! But ſee, 

He comes, the rude diſturber of my pillow, 
Enter Glo'ſter. 

Gl,;'ſt. Ha! till in tears? let them flow on; they're: 
Of a ſubſtantial grief—why don't the die? [ſigns. 
She muſt, my interef will not let her live. 

The fair Elizabeth hath caught my eye: 
My heart is vacant, and ſhe ſhall fill her place. 
They ſay that women have but tender hearts: 
"Tis a miſtake, I doubt, — I've found em tough; 
They'll bend, indeed but he muſt ſtrain that cracks em. 
All I can hope's to throw her into fickneſs, 
That I may ſend her a phyfician's help. 

So, madam, what, you ſtill take care, I ſee, 
Io let the world believe I love you not. 

This outward mourning now has malice in't,. 
So have theſe ſullen, diſobedient tears 

I'll have you tell the world I dote upon yon. 

L. Anne. I wiſh I cou'd—but 'twill not be beliey'd.. 
Have I deſerv'd this uſage ? - | 

lat. You have—you do not pleaſe me as at firſt... 

L. Anne. What have I done? what horrid crime 

| committed ? : | A 

G1: /t. To me the worſtof crimes; outliv'd my liking. 

L. Anne. If that be criminal, juſt heav'n be kind, 
And take me while my penitence is warm 
Oh, fir! forgive, and kill me. 1 

Glo t. Umph! no—the meddling world will call that 
And I would have them think me pititul: { murder, 
Now wert thou not afraid of ſelf-deſtruction, 

Thou haſt a fair excuſe for't. | 

L. Inne. How fain would I be friends with death! 
— — Oh! name it. 

G1,/t. Thy hutband's hate, nor do I hate thee only 
From the dull'd edge of ſated appetite, 

But from the eager love I bear another. 
Some call me hypocrite—what think'it thou now? 
Do I diflemble ? | 

L. Anne. Thy vows of love to me were all diſſembled. 

Glo'ſt. Not one—for when I told thee ſo, I lov'ds: 
Thou art the only ſoul I never yet deceiv'd; 
And 'tis my honeſty that tells thee now, En 
With all my heart I hate thee, : | 
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If this have no effect ſhe is immortal. Aſide. 
L. Anne. Forgive me, heav'n, that I forgave this 
Oh! may my ſtory, told in aiter-ages, | man, 


Give warning to our eaſy ſex's ears; 
May it unveil the hearts of men, and ſtrike 
Them deat to their diſſimula ed love. 
, Enter Cateſby. 
Cateſ. My lord, his grace of Buckingham attends 
your highneſs pleaſure. 
Gio jt, Wait on him Il expect him here. 
| Exit Cateſby. 
Your abience, madam, will be neceflary. 
L. dune. Wou'd my death were ſo— [ Exit, 
G1 t. It may be ſhortly. 
* | Euter Buckingham. 
My coufin, what Tay the citizens? 
Buck, Now, by our hopes, my lord, they re ſenſeleſs 
Their hefitating tear has ftruck em dumb. [ſtones: 
G!o'jt. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edward's chil» 
Buck. I did, with his contract to lady Lucy; [dren? 
Nay, his own baſtardy, and tyranny tor trifies, 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, | 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace; 
Your bounty, juſtice, fair humility 
Indeed left nothing that might gild our cauſe 
Un: ach'd, or lightly handled in my talk: 
And when my oration drew towards an end, 
i urg'd of them that lov'd their country's good, 
To do you right, and cry, Long live King Richard, 
670 /“. And did they 1 
Buck. Not one, by heav'n—bit each like ſtatues 
Speechleſs and pale, ſtar'd in his fellow's face: [HX d, 
Which, when 1 faw, I reprehended them, 
And aſk'd the mayor what meant this wilful Glence ? 
His anſwer was, the people were not us'd | 
To be ſpoken to but by the recorder; 
Who then to on him to iepeat my words, 
Thus ſ4ith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd ; 
Buc nothing urg'd in warrant from himſelf, 
When he had done, ſome tf. llowers of my own, 
A: th' lower erd ot th hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And {ume ten voices cry'd, God ſave King Richard. 
Ac Which { took :he vantage of thoſe few, 
And cry'd, Thanks, gentle citizens and friends : 
This gencral applauſe and cheartui ſhout, 
Argues your wWẽiſdom, and your love to Richard. 
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: King Rie HARD the Third. 31 
And even here broke off, and came aw ay. 8 
Gle'ſt. Oh tongueleſs blocks! wou'd they not ſpeak ? 
Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren come ? 
Buch. The mayor is here at hand—feign you ſome - 
And be not ſpoke with, but with mighty ſuit. fear, 
A prayer-book in your hand, my lord, were well, 


Standing between two churchmen of repute ; 


For on that ground I'll make an holy deſcant ; 

Yet be not eaſily won to our requeſts; 

Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wiſhes. _ 
Glo'ſt. My other felf—my counſel's conſiſtory! 


My oracle! my prophet! my dear coufin! 


I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Buck. Hark! the lord mayor's at hand—away, my 
Nor doubt, but yet we reach our point propos'd. [lords 
Glo ſt. We cannot fall, my lord, while you are pilot! 
A little flattery ſometimes does Well. Exit. 
Enter Lord Mayor aid Citizens. 
Buck. Welcome, my lord, I dance attendance kere.. 
I am afraid the duke will not be ſpoke Wwithal. 
Enter Catetby. | 
Now, Cateſby, what ſays your lord to my requeſt ? 
Cateſ. My lord, he humbly does intreat your grace 


Io vifit him to-morrow, or the next day: 


He's now retir'd with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; 
And in no woridly ſuits would he be mov'd 


Buck. Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious duke; 

Tell him, myſelf, the mayor, and citizens, 

In deep deſigns, in matters of great moment, 

No leſs importing than our general good, 

Are come to have ſome cont'rence with his grace. 
Cateſ. My lord, I'll inftantly inform his highneſs. 
Buck. Ah, my lord! this prince is not an Edward; 

He is not Jolling on a lewd love-bed, 

But on his knees at meditation; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans ; 

But with two deep divines in ſacred praying: 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 

Take on himſelf the toil of ſov'reignty. 

L. Mayor. Happy, indeed, my lord. 

He will not, ſure, refuſe our proffer'd love. 

Buck. Alas, my lord! you know him not, his mind's 

Above this world—he's for a crown immortal. 


Look there, his door opens: now where's our hope? 


* 


— - 


— N 


— — 


= _ r oo O < 
— — 922 — 
0 6 


= — * — — 
— — DIS Ry 
- — — 
1 
WE eee ri. 


— — 
" * _ a> — —— 
242 
- Vows ne owes er Ret * 
— — AW 
— 


rr 


3 _—_— — 


— 


. —— — 


AZ 


— (= al 


— 


—————— — 
— — 


— <= £ 


3 
4 


_ r 
—— of 


pe? 


< 9 ——ů—ð*—. — 


— 


P 


Or kitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 


32 The Tragical Hiſtory of N 


L. Mayor. See where his grace ſtands, tween twe 
clergymen! Jambition. 
Huck. Aye, aye, tis there he's caught— there's his | 
L. Mayor. How l»w he bows to thank 'em for their | 
And fee! a Prayer-book in his band! ſcare! Þ 
Buck. Would he were king, we'd give him leave to 
pray : | | 
Methinks I with it for the love he bears the city. 
How have Ll heard him vow, he thought it hard 
The mayor ſhould loſe his title with his office. 
Well, who knows? He may be won. 
JL. Mayor. Ah, my lord! 
Buck. See, he comes forth—my friends, be reſolute; 
I know he's cautious to a fault, EPs _— 
Leave him till our honeſt ſuit be granted. 
Enter Glo'ſer with a beck. 
Gt. Couſin of Buckingham, 
I do beſ.ech your grace to pardon me, 
Who, an in my zealous meditation, 
So long; deferr'd the ſervice of my friends: 
Now do!] fear I've done ſome ſtrange offence, 
That looks diſgracious in the . If ſo, 
*Tis juſt you thould reprove my, ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord; we with your grace, 
On our intreaties, would amend your fault. 
G19. Eif: wherefore breathe 1 ina chriſtian land? 
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you refign 
The ſcepter'd oihce of your anceſtors, 
Fair England's throne, your own due right of birth, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock; | 
W nile in the mildneſs of your ſleeping thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our coun ry's good) 
This wounded iſle does want her proper limbs, 
Which to recure, join'd with theſe loyal men, 


£ 


_ Your very worſhiptul and loving friends; 


And by their zealous inftigation, 
In this juſt cauſe, I come to move your highneſs, 
That on your gracious felt you'd take the charge, 


An laing! government of this your land, 


? , : To 
Not as a protector, Reward, ſubſtitute, 
Or luwly factor for another's gain; 

But as {:coohively from bl::0d to blood, 


Your own by right of birth, and lineal glory. 


G!o'jt. I cannot tell, if to depart in ſiſence, 


zute; 
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Fits beſt with my degree, or your condition; 
Therefore to ſpeak in juſt refuſal of your ſuit, 
And then in ſpeaking not to check my friends; 
Definitively thus I anſwer you : 
Your love deſerves my thanks; but my deſert; 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your fond requeſt ; 
For, keav'n be thank d, there is no need of mie, 
The royal ſtock has left us royal fruit, | 
Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 
- Will well become the ſeat ot majeſty, 
And make us (no doubt) hap;y by his reign. 
On him 1 lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happier ſtars ; | 
Which Heav'n forbid my thoughts ſhould rob him of. 
Buck. My lord, this argues conſcience in your grace; 
But circumſtances well cunfider'd, 
The weak reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, 
You ſay that Edward was your brother's ſon ; 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wife; 
It ſolemn contracts are of any force, 
That title juſtice gave to Lady Lucy ; 
Ev'n of his birth could I ſeverely ſpeak, 
Save that for reverence to ſome alive, 
I give a ſparing limit to my tongue. 
I. May. Upon our knees, my Lord, we beg your 
To wear this precious robe of dignity, | Grace 
Which on a child muſt fit too looſe and heavy.; 
'Tis yours, befitting both your widdom and your birth. 
Cateſ. My Lord, this coldneſs is unkind, ED 
Nor ſuits it with ſuch ardent loyalty. | 
Buch. On make em happy! grant their law ful ſuit, 
Glo ſt. Alas! why would you heap this care on me! 
Jem unfit for Rate and majcity. 
4 thank you for your loves, but muſt declare 
(I do beſcech you take it not amiſs) 
I will not! dire not, muſt not yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuſe us, thro' a ſoft remorſe, 
Loth to depoſe the child your brother's ſon, 
(As well we know your tenderneſs of heart) 
Vet know, tho' you deny us to the laſt, 
Your brother's ſon ſhall never rgign our King, 
But we will plant ſome ot er in he throne, 
To the diſgrace and downfall of your houſe : 
And thus reſolv'd, I bid you, Sir, tareweli. 
My Lord, and Gentlemen, I beg your pardon 


For 


- 
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For this vain trouble my intent was good; 

1 would have ſerv'd my country, and my King, 

But twill not be—Farewell, till next we meet. Ilents. 

I. May. Be not too raſh, my Lord, his Grace re- 
Buck. Away, you but deceive yourſelves, [ Exit. 
Cateſ. Sweet Prince, accept their ſuit. 

L. May. If you deny us, all the land will rue it. 
 Glo/ft. Call him again—you will enforce me to 

A world of carss—] am not made of fone, 

But penetrable to your kind intreaties ; 

T ho' Heaven knows, againſt my own inclining. 

/ Enter Buckingham. 

Couſin of Buckingham, -and ſage, grave men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, whether 1 will or no, 

I muſt have patience to endure the load; 

But it black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach 

Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 

Your mere enforcement ſhall acquittance me z 

For Heaven knows, as you may partly ſee, 

How tar I am from the dehre of this. [will ſay it. 
L. May. Heaven guard your Grace; we ſee it, and 
Glo'ſt. You will but ſay the truth, my Lord. 
Buck. Ny heart's ſo full, it ſcarce has vent for words; 

My knee will better ſpeak my duty now! 


Long live our Sovereign, Richard, King of England. 


Glo'ſt. Indeed, your words have touch'd me nearly, 
Pray riſe—I1 wiſh you could recall em. [coufin ! 
Buck. It would be treaſon now, my Lord; to-morrow, 
If it fo pleaſe your Majeſty, from Council 
Orders ſhall be giv'n for your Coronation. ' 
Glo ſt. Een when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Ma- 
And now we take our leaves with joy. Lac 
Glo'ſt. Co:fin, adieu my loving friend, farewell 
I muſt unto my holy work again. 
[ Exeunt all but Richard. 
Why, now my golden dream is out 
Ambition, like an early friend, throws back 
My curtains with an eager hand, o'crjoy'd 
To tell me what I dreamt is true—A crown: 
Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds! 
Oh! how thy awetul glory fills my ſoul ! 
Nor can the means that got thee dim thy luſtre: 
For, nut men's love, fear pays thee adoration, 


And tame not more ſuryiyes from good than evil _ 
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Th' aſpiring youth, that fir'd th' Epheſian dome, 
Outlives in tame the pious fool that rais'd it. 
Conſcience, lie till, more lives muſt yet be drain'd; 
Crowns got with blood, mult be with blood maintain'd. 
83 a [ Exit, 
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ACT IV.-SCEN E, the Tower. 
Enter Queen, Prince Edward, Duke of York, Ducheſs 
of York, and Lady Anne in Tears. 
| of Ed. P RAY, Madom, do not leave me yet, 
For i have many more complaints to tell youp 

g. And TI unable to redreſs the leaſt, | 
What wor ld'ft thou ſay, my child? 

F. Ed. Oh, mother, fince ! have lain i' th Towerg 
My ref has fill been broke with trightful dreams, 
Or ſhocking news has wak'd me into tears: 

I'm ſcarce ailow'd 4 triend to viſit me; 

All my old honeſt ſervants are turn'd off, 

And in their rooms are ſtrange ill-natur'd fellows, | 
W ho look ſo bold as they were all my maſters ; 
And I'm afraid they'll thortly take you from me. 

Duc. of York. Oh nee d hearing! 

L. Anne. Oh! unbappy Prince! 5 

D. of r. Dear brother, why do you weep ſo? 
You mike me cry tco! 

Sy. Alas, poor innocents !. | 

F. Ed. Would I but knew at what my uncle aims; 
If "twere my crown, I'd freely give it him, 

80 he'd but let me joy my lite in quiet. 

D. of ork, Why, will my uncle kill us, brother 2 

P. EA. I hope he won't, we never injur'd him. 

Od. I cannot bear to ſee em thus. { Weepinge 

Enter Lard Stanley. 

San. Madam, I hope your Majeſty will pardon 
What I am griev'd to tell, un, elcome news! 

Ou. Ah me! more forrow yet! my Lord, we've 
Deſpair'd of happy tidings; pray what is't? {long 

Han. On Tueſday laſt, your noble kinſmen, Rivers, 
Grey, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, at Pomfret 
Were executed on a public ſcaffold. 

Duc. of Vor-. Oh diſmal tidings! 

P. Ed. Oh poor uncles! I doubt my turn 1s next. 

L. Anne. Nor mine, I fear, far off. 

Q. \Why then let's weicome blcod and maſſacre, 


Yield 
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Yield all our throats to the fell tiger's rage, 
And die lamenting one another's wrongs ; 


o — 
* 2 " 
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Enter Cateſby. 
| Cateſ. Madam, the King | 
4 Has fent me to inform your Majeſty, 
That you prepare, (as is advis'd from council) 
| Io - morrow for your royal coronation, 
* Qu. What do I hear! ſupport me Heav'n. 
| L. Anne, Neſpightful tidings! Oh, unpleaſing news! 
| Alas, I heard of this before, but conld not 
f For my foul find heart to tell you of it. 
| Cateſ. The King does farther wiſh your Majeſty 
: Would leſs employ your viſits at the Tower; 
He gives me leave t'attend you to the Court, 
= And is impatient, Madam, till he fees you. 


= Forgive th' unfriendly duty I mult pay. Queen, 
| | Qu. Alas, kind foul, I envy not thy glory. 
Nor think I'm pleas'd thou'rt partner in our . 
Cateſ. Madam. | | 
La. Anne, I come. 
Qu. Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of glory. 
Cate ſ. Shall I attend your Majefty ? 
La. Anne. Attend me! whither, to be crown'd ? 
Let me with deadly venom be anointed, 
| And die ere man can ſay, Long live the Queen. 
Qu. Poor grieving heart ! I pity thy complaining. 
La: Anne. No more than with my foul I mourn 
for your's, 
A long farewell to all. [ Exit with Cateſby. 
San. Take comfort, Madam. 
| Qu. Alas! where is it to be found? 
| Death and deſtruction follow us fo cloſe, 
| They ſhortly muſt o'er.*ke us. 
Fan. In Britany, 
My fon-in-law, the Earl of Richmond, till 
Refides, who with a jealous eye obſerves 
The lawleſs actions of aſpiring Glo'ſter; 
To him would I adviſe you, Madam, fiy 
Forthwith for aid, protection, and redreſs : 
He will, I'm ſure, with open arms receive you: 
Duc. of York: Delay not, Madam, 
For 'tis the only hope that Heay'n has left us: 
Du. Do with me what you pleaſe— for any change 
| u 


Oh! I foreſaw this ruin of our houſe. , [Weeps. 


L. Anne. Farewell to ail ;- and thou, poor injur'd 
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Muſt ſurely better our condition. ; 

Stan, I farther would adviſe you, Madam, this in 
To remove the Princes to ſome e 
Remote abode, where you yourſelf are miſtreſs. 

P. Ed. Dear Madam, take me hence, for J ſhall ne'er 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here. f 

D. of York. Nor 1; pray, mother, let me go, too. 


Qu. Come, then, my pretty yu ones, let's away, 


For here you lie within the talcon's reach, 
Who watches but th' unguarded hour to ſeize you, 
Eo Enter eee 
Lieut. I beg your Majeſty will pardon me; 
But the young Princes muſt, on no account, 
Have egreſs from the Tower, | 
Nor muſt, (without the King's eſpecial licence,) 
Of what degree ſoever, any perſon 
Have admittance ro '*'em—all mutt retire. 
Qu. Iam their mother, Sir; whoelſe commands em? 


If I paſs freely, they ſhall follow me. 


For you— 'I] take the peril of your fault upon myſelf. . 


Lieut. My inclination, Madam, would oblige you 3 
But I am bound by oath, and muſt obey ; 
Nor, Madam, can I now with ſafety anfwer 
For this continu'd viſit. | 
Pleaſe you, my Lord, to read theſe orders. 
Qu. Oh heav'nly pow'rs ! ſhall I not tay with em? 
Lieut. Such are the King's commands, Madam, 
Qu. My Lord! | | 
Stan. ITis too true—and 'twere vain t'oppoſe em. 
Qu. Support me, heav'n ! 3 
Fer life can never bear the pangs of ſuch a parting. 


Oh my poor children! oh! diftrating thought! 


1 dare not bid em (as I ſhould) farewell! 
And then to part in fileuce, ſtabs my ſoul ! 
P. Ed. What, muſt you leave us, mother ? 
Qu. What ſhall I ſay? [ A/ide. 
But tor a time, my loves—we ſhall meet again, 
At leaf in heaven. | ns 
D. of Yerk. Won't you take me with you, mother ? 
I fhall be ſo fraid to ftay when you are gone: 
Qu. I cannot ſpeak ro em, and yet we muſt 
Be parted—then let theſe kiſſes ſay farewell. | 
Why! oh why! juſt heaven, muſt theſe be our laſt! 
Duc. of Ycrk. Give not your grief ſuch way 
be ſudden when you part. 


QQ. I will—fince it muſt be to heay'n 1 leave — : 
| ear 
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-Hear me, ye guardian powers of innocence! 
Awake or fleeping——Oh protect em til] ; 
Still may their helpleſs youth attract men's Pity, 
That when the arm of cruelty is rais'd, 
Their looks: may drop the lifted dagger down 
From the tern murderer's relenting hand, 
And throw him on his knees in penitence, 
Both Princes. Oh mother! mother ! 
24. Oh my poor children! [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, the Preſence, 

Diſcovering Glo'ſer jeate:!, Buckingham, Catetby, 

Ratcliff, Lovel, &. 

Gl9'ſt. Stand all apart Couſin of Buckingham. 

Buck, My gracious Sovereign. 

G!g'jr. Give me thy hand. 

At length, by thy advice and thy aſſiſtance, 

Is Glo'ſter ſea ed on the Englith throne, 

But ſay, my coulin— | 8 

What, ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day? 

Or ſhall chey laſt, and we' rejoice in them! you. 
Buck. J hope for ages, Sir,—Jong may they grace 
Gt. Oh Buckingham! now do | play the touch 

To try it thou be current triend indeed. {fon 

Young Edward lives, ſo does his brother York. 

Now think what I would ſpeak. 

Buck. Say on, my gracious Lord. 

Glo'ſt. I tell thee, cuz, I've lately had two ſpiders 
Crawling upon my ftartled hopes 
Now tho' thy friendly hand has bruſh'd 'em from me, 
Yet ſtill they crawl offenſive to my eyes; 

1 would have ſome kind friend to tread upon em. 
would be King, my coutin. 

Buck. Why 1o I think you are, my royal Lord. 

Glo'ſt. Ha! am I King? Tis ſfo—but—Edward 

Buch: Moſt true, my Lord. [lives. 

G10 /t. Couſin, thou wert not wont to be fo dull. 
Shall I be plain—I wiſh the baſtards dead; 

And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd: 

Now, coulin, can't thou anſwer me? | 
Buck. None dare diſpute your — pleaſure. 
Glo'ſt. Indeed! methinks thy kindneſs freezes, cou- 

Thou doſt refuſe me, then !—they ſhall not die. ſin, 
Buck, My Lord, fince 'tis an action cannot be 

Recall'd, allow me but ſome pauſe to think, 


I'll 
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ll inſtantly reſolve your Highneſs: 


82 
[ Exit, 


Cateſ. The King ſeems ang ry; ſee, he gnaws his 


lip. | 


P 
Glo'ſt. 1'll henceforth deal with ſhorter-fighted fools. 


None are for me, that look into my deeds 
With thinking eyes— | | 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumſp 


ect ʒ 


The beſt on't is, it may be done Without him, 

Tho' not ſo well, perhaps ;—had he conſented, 
Why then the murder had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a ſhift as 'tis—Come hither, Cateſby; 
Where's that ſame Tirrel whom thou told'ſt me of? 
Haſt thou giv'n him thoſe tums of gold J order'd? 


Cateſ. J have, my Liege. 
Glo t. Where is he? 
Cateſ. He waits your Highneſs' pleaſure, 


Glo ſt. Give him this ring, and ſay, myſelf 
Will bring him farther orders inſtantly. [ Exit Cateſby. 


The deep-revolving Duke of Buckingham 


No more ſhall be the neighbour to my councils : 


Has he fo long held out with me untir'd, 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


And ſtops he now for breath? Well, be it ſo. 


How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news? 
Stan. I hear, my Liege, the Lord Marquis of Dor- 


Is fled to Richmond, now in Brittany. 


[fer 


Glo'ſt. Why let him go, my Lord, he may be ſpar d. 
Hark thee, Ratcliff, when ſaw'ſ thou Anne, myQueen? 
Is ſhe till weak? has my Phyfician ſeen her? 

Rat. He has, my Lord, and fears her mightily, 

Gloft, But he's exceeding ſkilful, ſhe Il mend ſhortly, 


Rat. I hope ſhe will, my Lord. 


i 


Glo'ſt. And if ſhe does, I have miſtook my man, 


I muſt be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 
At whom I know the B 
And by that knot looks proudl 


riton, Richmond, aims ; 
on the crown, 


But then to Rain me with her 3 blood; 


Is that the way to wooe the ſiſter's love ?. 


No matter what's the way—for while they live 
My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundation. 
Tis done, my daring heart's reſolv'd—they're dead! 


Enter Buckingham. 
Buck. My Lord, I have confider'd in my 


The late requeſt that you did ſound me in: 


Cloſt. Well, let that — — Dorſet is fled 


mind, 
mond 
to Rich. 


Buck. 


40 23e Tragical Hiſtory of 
Buck. IJ have heard the news, my Lord. | 
Gloft. Stanley, he's your near kinſman—well, look 
| to him. [ promiſe, 
Buck. My Lord, I claim that gift, my due by 

For which your honour, and your faith's engag'd ; 

The Earldom of Hereford, and thoſe moveables, 

Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſe ſs. 

Glo ft. Stanley, look to your wife; if ſhe convey 

Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

Buck. What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 
Glo'ft. J do remember me, Harry the Sixth 

Did propheſy, that Richmond ſhould be King, 

When Richmond-was a little peeviſh boy. 

"Tis odd—a King, perhaps 8 | 

Enter Cateſby. orders. 
Cateſ. My Lord, I have obey'd your Highneſs 
Buck. May it pleaſe you to i Por me in my ſuit. 
Glo'ſft, Lead Tirrel to my cloſet, I'll meet him. 
Buck, I beg your Highneſs ear, my Lord. 
'Glo'ſt. I'm buſy—thou troubleſt me—T'm not th” 
yea” | [Ex#7. 
Buck. Oh patience, Heav'n! is't thus he pays my 
Was it for this I rais'd him to the Throne? | fervice ? 
Oh! if the peaceful dead have any ſenſe 


Of thoſe vile injuries they bore, while living, 


Then ſure.the joyful ſouls of blood-ſuck'd Edward, 
Henry, Clarence, Haſtings, and all that through 


His ſoul corrupted dealings have miſcarry'd, 


To ſee this tyrant tumbling from his Throne, 
His fall unmourn'd, and bloody as their own. [ Exiz 
| SCENE the Tower. | 
Enter Tirrel, Dighton, and Foreſt, 
Tir, Come, Gentlemen, 
Have you concluded on the means? _ | | 
For. Smothering will make no noiſe, Sir. | 


Tir. Let it be done i'th' dark for ſhou'd you ſee = 


Will trom the walls of Heav'n in ſmiles look down a 


| Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 


Of innocence may tempt you into pity ? : 
for. Tis eaſe, and living well, makes innocence- 

J hate a face leſs guilty than my own; s 

Were all that now ſeem honeſt, deep as we 

{2 trouble, and in want, they'd all be rogues. ] 
Tir. Stand back—Lieutenant have you brought the 

Enter Lieutenant. St oaks 

Lieu. I have em, Sir. 


Tir: 
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Tir. Then here's your warrant to deliver 'em. 
Lieu. Your ſervant, Sir. [ Giving a ring. 
What can this mean? why at this dead of night 
To give“ em too! Tis not for me t'enquire. [ Exit. 


r. There, Gentlemen; ¶[Exeunt ſeverally.. 
That way — you have no farther need of me. | 
Enter Glo'ſer.. 
Co ſt. Wou'd it were done: 
There is a buſy ſomething here, 
That fooliſh cuſtom has made terrible, 
To the intent of evil deeds; and nature too, 
As if ſhe knew me womaniſh, and weak, 
Tugs at my heart-ſtrings with complaining cries,. 
To talk me from my purpoſe | 
And then the thought of what men's tongues will ſay, 
Of what their hearts muſt think; 
To have no creature love me living, nor: 
My memory when dead.. 
Shall future ages, when theſe children's tale 
1s told, drop tears in pity of their hapleſs fate, 
And read with deteſtation the miſdeeds of Glo'fter g: 


The crook-back'd tyrant, cruel, barbarous, 


And bloody—will they not ſay too, 
That to poſſeſs the Crown, nor laws divine | 
Nor human ftopt my way? - Why let em fay it; 
They can't but ſay 1 had the Crown; 
E was not fool as well as villain. _- 
Hark! the murder's doing; Princes farewell, 
To me there's mufick in your paſſtng- bell. ¶ Exit. 
5 | Enter Tirrel. 
Tir. Tis done ; the barb'rous bloody act is done. 
Ha! the King— bis coming hither at this 
Late hour, ſpeaks him impatient for the news. 
| | | Enter Glo'iter... | 
Glo'ft. Now, my Tirrel, how are the brats di ſpos d 
Say, ant I happy? haſt thou dealt upon em? 
Tir, It to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happineſs, then, Sir, be happy, for it is 
Glo ft. But didſt thou ſee em dead ? [done. 
Tir. I did, my Lord. Zo as 
Glo'ſt. And bury'd, my good Tirrel ? 
Tir. In that I thought to aſk your Grace's pleaſure. 
G1oft. I have it II have em ſure—get me a coffin 
Full et: holes, let em be both cramm'd inte it, 
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And hark thee, in the night-tide throw em down 
The Thames — once in, they'll find the way to the bot 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, [tom; 
And be inheritor of thy defire. | 
Tir. I humbly thank your Highneſs. - 
G1lo'ft. About it ſtraight, good Tirrel. | 
Tir. Conclude it done, my Lord. [ Exit, 
Glo t. Why then my loudęſt fears are huſh'a | 
The ſons of Edward have eternal reſt, 


And Anne my wife has bid this world good night; 


While fair Elizabech, my beauteous niece, 
Liks a new mora, lights onward to my wiſhes. 
| . Enter Cateiby, - 
Cateſ. My Lord. [bluntly ? 
Glo ſt. Good news, or bad, that thou com'ſ in ſo 
Cateſ. Bad news, my Lord; Morton is fled to Rich- 
mond, | 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmen, 
Is in the field, and ftill his power increaſes. [near 
Glo'ſt. Morton with Richmond, touches me more 
Than Buckingham, and his raſh levy'd numbers. | 
But come, dangers retreat when boldly they're con- 
And dull delays lead impotence and fear; | fronted, 
Then hery expedition raife my arm, 
And fatal may it fall on cruſh'd rebellion, 
Let's muſter men my Council is my ſhield, | 
We muſt be brief when traitors brave the held. [ Exi?, 
Enter Queen and Ducheſs of York. 
Qu. Oh my poor children—Oh my tender babes! 
My nnblown flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands; 


If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 


And be not tix'd in doom perpetual ; 

Hoyer about me with your airy wings, | | 

And hear your mother's lamentation. [done? 

Why ſlept their guardian angels, when this deed was 
Duc. of York. So many miſeries have drain'd my 

That my woe-wearied * is ſtill and mute; [eyes, 


Why ſhou'd calamity be full of words? [ move, 
u. Let's give em ſcope, for tho' they can't re- 
Yet do they eaſe affliction. [mations, 


Duc. of York. Why then, let us be loud in excla- BW / 


To Richard haſte, and pierce him with our cries; | 

That from henceforth his conſcience may out-tongue 

The cloſe whiſpers of his relentleſs heart. 

Hark! his trumpet founds—this way he muſt paſs. 
[Trumpet ſaunds a march, Qu. 


— 
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gu. Alas! I've net the daring to confrönt Him. 
Due. of 2 I have a mother's right, PII force him 
| bear me. EP ; Fades fs | 
Enter Glo'ſter and Cateſby, with forces: 
-Glo/ſt. Who intetrupts me in my expedition? 
Duc. of Tork. Doſt thou not know me ? Art thou 
— ˙— n 
Slo. I cry you mercy; Madam, is it you? | 
Duc. of Nn t dd a n? 5 (ſelf... = 
Slot. Aye, I thank Heav'n, my father, and your- i 
Due. of York. Then I command thee hear me. ; 
Glo. ſt. Madam, I have a touch of yqur condition, 
That cannot brook the accgiit of reprdof. [ Words. 


? Due. of York, Stay, PH be tnild and gentle-in my 
o | GOloft, And brief, good mother, for I am. in haſte, 
bo Duc. of Yerk. Why, 1 have Haid for thee (juſt 
In torment and in agony, [Heaven knows) 
1, Elo ſt; And came I not at Iaft to comfort you? 
ar Duc. of York, No, on my foul, too well thou 
'@ A grievous burden was thy birth to me, [know ſt it, 


BE Techy and wayward was thy infancy, 8 
12 Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ſtubborn, | 
d, 1 confitm'd, moſt ſubcle, proud, and bloody. ' 
lo ſt. If I am fo difgracious in your eye | | 
Let me match on, and not eG, dam; 
| Strike up the drum. k oy | 
to Duc. of York, Yet ſtay, I charge thee hear me. 


Og, If not, hear me,—for I have wrongs will ſpeak- 
! . , 17 f 1 0 5 w 4 Pe 
1 Withont a tongue — Methinks the very fight 


Of me ſhould turn thee into ſtone; 
Where are my children, Glo'ſter? 9 
Duc. of York. Where is thy brother Clarence? 


- Qu. Where Haſtings?. + | 
e? Duc. of York. Rivers? ; Md | 
as Au. Vaughan? ; 

L , i 

8, Glo ſt. A flouriſh, trumpets, ſtrike alarum, drums 

e, Let not the Heavens hear theſe tell-tale women 

0 Rail on the Heav'n's anoimed Strike, I fly, ö 
is, lIAlarm of drums and trumpats. f 
a- Either be patient, and intreat me fair, EY | 
I Or with che clamorous report of war | | > 4 
ue Thus will I drown your exclamations. | 


Duc. of Terk Then hear me, Heav'n, and Heav'a 
Be deaf to him, as bs is now to me. [at his lateſt hour 
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And hark thee, in the night-tide throw 'em down 
The Thames — once in, they'll find the way to the bot 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, [tom; 
And be inheritor of thy defire. | 
Tir. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 
&1oft. About it ſtraight, good Tirrel. 


Tir. Conclude it done, my Lord. (Ext, ; 


Got. Why then my loudeſt fears are huſh'd; 
The ſons of Edward have eternal reſt, 
And Anne my wite has bid this world good night 
While fair Elizabeth, my beauteous niece, | 
Liks a new mora, lights onward to my wiſhes. | 
Enter Cateiby. - 
Cateſ. My Lord. [bluntly ? 
Glo ſt. God news, or bad, that thou com'ſt in ſo 
Catef. Bad news, my Lord; Morton is fled to Rich- 


mond, | 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmen, 
Is in the field, and fill his power increaſes. [near 


Glo ſt. Morton with Richmond, touches me more 


Than Buckingham, and his raſh levy'd numbers. 


But come, dangers retreat when boldly they're con- 
And dull delays lead impotence and fear; | fronted, 
Then fiery expedition raiſe my arm, 
And fatal may it fall on cruſh'd rebellion, 
Let's muſter men, my Council is my ſhield, 
We muſt be brief when traitors brave the field. Exil. 
Enter Queen and Ducheſs of York. 
Qu. Oh my poor children—Oh my tender babes! 


NM y unblown flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands; 


If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 

And be not fix d in doom perpetual ; 

Hoyer about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother's lamentation. [done? 

Why ſlept their guardian angels, when this deed was 
Duc. of York. So many miſeries have drain'd my 

That my woe-wearied 3 is ſtill and mute; [eyes, 


Why ſhou'd calamity be full of words? [ move, 
Su. Let's give em ſcope, for tho' they can't re- 
Yet do they eaſe affliction. | [mations, 


Duc. of York. Why then, let us be loud in excla- 
To Richard haſte, and pierce him with our cries ; 
That from henceforth his conſcience may out-tongue 
The cloſe whiſpers of his relentleſs heart. 

Hz1k! his trumpet founds—this way he muſt pals. 

[Trumpet ſaunds a march, Qu. 


' inns frond 


* 
9 1 


— 
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Qu. Alas! I've not the daring to confront him. 


Due. of York. I have a mother s right, Fil force him 


hear me. : 5 
Enter Glo'ſter and Cateſby, with forces: 
-Glo'ſt. Who interrupts me in my expedition? | 
Duc. of York. Doſt thou not know me? Art thou 
a not my ſon? | 
Ch. I cry you mercy, Madam, is it you? ; 
Duc. of York. Art thou my ſon ? [ſelf.- 
Glut. Aye, I thank Heav'n, my father, and your- 
Duc. of York. Fhen J command thee hear me. 
Glo'ſt. Madam, I have a touch of yqur condition; 
That cannot brook the accgnt of reproof. [words. 
Due. of York, Stay, PU be mild and gentle in my 
Glo'ſt, And brief, good mother, for I am in haſte, 
| Duc. of York. Why, I have ſtaid for thee (juſt 


In torment and in agony. [Heaven knows) 


Glo'ſt, And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Duc. of York, No, on my foul, too well thou 


A grievous burden was thy birth to me, [know ſt it, 


Techy and wayward was thy infancy, | | 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ſtubborn, 
Thy age confirm'd, moſt ſubtle, proud, and bloody. 

10 /t. If I am fo diſgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not = Madam 1 
Strike up the drum. | 

Duc. of York, Yet ſtay, I charge thee bear me. 
Qu. If not, hear me,—for I have wrongs will ſpeak- 

Without a tongue—Methinks the very tight 
Of me ſhould turn thee into fone ; 
Where are my children, Glo'ſter? 


Duc. of York, Where is thy brother Clarence? 
Qu. Where Haſtings? 
Duc. of York. Rivers? „ 
Qu. Vaughan? 
Duc. of Tork. Grey? | x 
Glo'ſt. A flouriſh, trumpets, ſtrike alarum, drums. 
Let not the Heavens hear theſe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Heay'n's anointed——Strike, I ſay. 
| [Harm of drums and trumpets. - 


Either be parent, and intreat me fair, 


Or with the clamorous' report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Duc. of York. Then hear me, Heav'n, and Heav'n 


De deaf to him, as hs is now to me. [at his lateſt hour 
| "ES - Ers _ 
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Fre from this war he turn a conqueror, 


Ye powers, cut off his dangerous thread of life, 
Left his black fins riſe higher in account 
Than hell has pains to puniſh. 
Miſchance and ſorrow wait thee to the field, 
Heart's diſcontent, languid, and lean deſpair, [EExit. 
With all the hells of guilt, purſue thy, ſteps for ever. 
Qu. Tho' far more canſe, yet much leſs power to curſe, 
Abides in me—] ſay Amen to her. 1 
61ſt. Stay, Madam, I wou'd beg ſome words with you. 
Qu. What can'ſt thou aſk, that I have now to grant ? 
Is't another ſon, Glo'ſter? I have none. 
CGlo'ſt. You have a beauteous daughter, call'd Elis 
Qu. Muſt ſhe die, too? Izabeth. 
_ Gle'ſe. For whoſe fair ſake I'Il bring more good to 
Than ever you or yours from me had harms [you 


So in the Lethe o thy angry ſoul 


Tkou'lt drown the fad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel cauſe of. 

S. Be brief, left that the proceſs of thy kindneſs. 
Laft longer telling than thy kindneſs date. 58 

Glo ſt. Know then, that from my ſoul I love the fair 
Elizabeth, and will, with your permiſſion, | 
Seat her on the throne of England, 

9 #. Alas! vain man, bow can't thou wooe her? 

Glo'ſt. That I womld learn of you, | | 
As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 

u. If thou wilt learn of me, then wooe her thus, 


Send to her, by the man that kill'd her brothers, 


A pair of bleeding hearts—thereon engrav d, 
*Gward and York—then haply will the weep, 
On this preſent her wich an handkerchief, 

Stain'd with their blood, to wipe her woeful eyes: 
If this inducement move her not to love, 


Read o'er the Liſtory of thy noble deeds; 


Tell her, thy policy took off her uncles 


Clarence, Rivers, Grey, nay, and for her ſake, 
Made quick conveyance with her dear aunt Anne. 
Slot. You mock me, Madam; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. | 
Zu. There is no other way, 
Unleſs thou couldft put on ſome other form, 


And not be Glo'ſter, that has done all this. 


Glji, As I intend to proſper and repent, 
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So thrive I in my dangerous affairs | 
Of hoſtile arms; myſelf, myſelf confound, 
Heaven and fortune Vas me happy hours, 

Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reſt; 
Be oppoſite all planets of good-luck ' | | 
To my proceeding, if with dear heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts 
I tender not the fair Elizabeth: 

In her conſiſts thy happineſs and mine; 
Without her, follows to myſelf and thee 
Herſelf, the land, and many a chriftian Gut, 
Death, deſolation, ruin, and decay: | 
It cannot, will not be avoided, but by this. 

Qu. What ſhall I ſay? Rill to affront his love, 
I fear will but incenſe him to revenge; | 
And to conſent, I ſhould abhor myſelf: 

Yet I may ſeemingly comply, and thus, 

By ſending Richmond word of his intent, 

Shall gain ſome time to let my child eſcape him. 

I have confider'd, fir, of your important wiſhes, 

And could I but believe you real — 
Glo'ft. Now by the facred hoſts of ſaints above 
Qu. Oh do not fwear, my lord, I aſk no oath, 


Unleſs my daughter doubt you more than I. 


Glo'ſt. Oh my kind mother, (I muſt call you ſo,) 
Be thou to her my love's ſoft orator ; 
Phad what I will be, not what J have been, 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve. : 
And when this warlike arm ſhall have chaſtis'd 
Th' audacious rebel, hot-brain'd Buckingham; 
Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 come, 
And lead your daughter to a conqueror's bed. 


Qu. My lord, farewell—in ſome few days expect 
To hear how fair a progreſs I have made : - 


Till when be happy as you're penitent. 
Gloſt. My heart goes with youto my love. Farewell 
| | Exit Queen. 
Relenting, ſhallow-thoughted woman. | 
Enter Ratclif: 
How now! the news! 
Rat. Moſt gracious ſovereign, on the weſtern coaſts 
Rides a moſt powerful navy, and our fears 
In form us Richmond is their Admiral. 
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There do they hull, exfecting but the aid 


Of Buckingham to welcome them aſhore. [ Exit. 


Glo'ſt. We muſt prevent him then—Come hicher, 
Catef: My Lord, your pleaſure! [ Cateſby. 
Glo'ſz, Poſt to the Duke of Norfolk inſtantly, 
Bid him ſtraight levy all the ſtrength and power 
That he can make, and meet me ſuddenly 


At Saliſbury - Commend me to his Grace — Away. 


3 | [Exit Cateſby, 
Enter Lord Stanley. | | 
Well, my Lord, what news have you gather'd? 
Stan. Richmond is on the ſeas, my Lord! 
Glo'ſt. There let him fink—and be the ſeas on him, 
White-liver'd renegade what does he there! | 
Stan. I know not, mighty ſovereign, but by gueſs. 
Get. Well, as you gueſs: | | 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham and Morton, 
He maices for England, here to claim the erown, 
Glo ſt. Traitor! the crown 
Where is thy power then to beat him back? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 
The foe upan our coaſt, and thou no friends to meet em? 
Or haſt thou march'd them to the weſtern ſhore, _ 


To give the rebels conduct from their ſhips ? 


Stan. My Lord, my friends are ready all?th' North. 
Glc'ft. The North ! why what do they do i'th' North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their ſovereign in the Weſt?” 
Fran. They yet have had no orders, Sir, to move: 
If 'tis your royal pleaſure they ſhonld march, 
F'll lead them on with utmoit haſte to join yon, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
Glo'ſte What, thon would'ſ be gone to join wick 
Richmond ? | | 
Stan. Sir, you have no cauſe to doubt my loyalty, 
I ne'er yet was, nor ever will be falſe. SY 
Glo ſt. Away then to thy friends, and lead em on 
To meet me — Hold, come back —I will not truſt these. 
I've thought a way to make thee ſure— your ſon, 
George Stanley, Sir, I'II have him left behind; 
And look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. 
Kan. As I prove true, my Lord, ſo * — 
Eat. 
Enter Ratcliffl. 
Rate My Lord, the army of great Buckingham, - 
| | 8 


5 
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By ſudden floods, and fall of waters, 
Is half loſt, and fcatter'd: 
And he bimſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 
Glo'ſt. Has any careful officer proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 
Rat. Such proclamation has been made, my Lord. 
Enter Cateſby. 
Cateſ. My Liege, the Duke ot Buckingham is taken. 
Glo ſt. Off with his head—So much for Buckingham. 
Cateſ. My Lord, i'm ſorry I muſt tell more news. 
Glo'ſt. Out with it. | 
Cateſ. The Earlof Richmond, with a mighty power, 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford; | 
And to confirm the news, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
And Sir Thoinas Lovewell, are up in Yorkfhire. 
G!o'ſt. Why aye, this looks rebellion- Hol my horſe! 
By Heav'n, the news alarms my ſtirring ſoul; _ 
And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like ftrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks, like a fire, 
From his fond keeper's arms, and ſtarts away: 
Ev'n fo theſe war-worn limbs grown weak 
From war's diſuſe, being now enrag'd with war, 
Feel a new fury, and are thrice themſelves, 
Come forth, my honeft ſword, which here I yow, 
By my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne'er again be ſheath'd ; 
Ne'er ſhall theſe watching eyes have ne-dtul reſt, 
Till death has clos'd 'em in a glorious grave, 
Oc fortune giv'n me meaſure of revenge. [Exita 
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Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and otlliers. 
Rich. TH far into the bowels of the land 


Have we march'd on without impediment. 
Glo'ſter, the bloody and devouring boar, 
W hoſe rav' nous appetite has ſpoil'd your felds, 
Laid this rich country waſte, and rudely cropt 
Its ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, 
Is now e'en in the center of the iſle, 
As we're inform'd, near to the town of Leiceſter : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley, . 
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There do they hull, expecting but the aid: 5 

Of Buckingham to welcome them aſhore. Exit. 
Glo ſt. We muſt prevent him then Come hither 

_ Catef My Lord, woe pleaſure! . _ [Cateſbyv 

Glo'ſt. Poſt to the Duke of Norfolk inftantly, | 

Bid him ſtraight levy all the ſtrength and power 

That he can make, and meet me uddenly 


At Saliſbury—Conttnend me to his Grace—Away.. 1 


NM. zii - [Exit Cateſb 'Y 
Enter Lord Stanley. . | 45 
Well, my Lord, What news have yon gather d? 

Stan. Richmond is on the ſeas, my Lord! 4 
Glo ſt. There let him fink—andbe the ſeas on him, 
White - liver d e he there! 
Fan. I know not, mighty ſovereign, but by gueſs. 
Get. Well, as you — c os | 4 | | 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham and Morton, 


He maices for England, here to claim the erowhs 


Glo'ft, Traitor! the crown ' , : 
Where is thy power then to beat him back? ſ 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 


The foe upan our coaſt, and thou no friendsto meet emꝰ 
Or haſt thou march'd them to the weſtern ſhore,\. + 
To give the rebels conduct from their ſhips * 
Stan. My Lord, my friends are ready all th North. 
Gicſt. The North ! why what do they do i th North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their ſovereign in the Weſt?” 
Fran. They yet have had no orders, Für, to move: 


II tis your royal pleaſure they ſhould march, 


I'll lead them on with utmoit haſte to join yon, 

Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
Glo'ſte What, thon would ſt be gone to join wick 

Richmond? __ . LA. 

San. Sir, you have no cauſe to doubt my 75 

I neer . ao nor ever will be falſe. 8 p bd 
Glo ſt. Away then to thy friends, and lead em on 

To meet me — hold, come back will not truſt thes. 

I've thought a way to make thee ſure— your ſon, 

George Stanley, Sir, FI have him left behind; 

And look your heart be firm, I 

Or elſe his head's aflurance is but frail. 


Kian. As I prove true, my Lord, ſo deal with bis. 


Enter Rateliff. | | 


Rats My Lord, the army of great Buckingham, 8 


* 


By my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne er again be ſheath' d: 


And here receive we from our father Stanley, 
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By ſudden floods, and fall of waters, " 
Is half loſt, and ſcatter'd: | 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. | 
Glo'ſt. Has any careful officer proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 
Rat. Such proclamation has been made, my Lorg, 
Enter Cateſby. DRL: 
Cateſ. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken. 
Glo ſt. Off with his head So much for Buckingham. 
Cateſ. My Lord, I'm ſorry I muſt tell more news. 
Glo'ſt. Out with it. 
Cateſ. The Earlof Richmond, with a mighty power, 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford; | 
And to confirm the news, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
And Sir Thomas Lovewell, are up in Yorkſhire. 
Glo'ſt. Why aye, this looks rebellion Hol my horſe! 
By Heav'n, the news alarms my Rtirring ſoul ; 
And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 


Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 


Impatient of his fit, breaks, like a fire, 

From his fond keeper's arms, and ftarts away: 
Ev'n ſo theſe war-worn limbs grown weak 

From war's difuſe, being now enrag'd with war, 
Feel a new fury, and are thrice themſelves, | 
Come forth, my honeſt ſword, which here I yow, : 


Ne'er ſhall theſe watching eyes have ne=dful reſt, | | 


Till death has clos'd 'em in a glorious grave, 
Or fortune giv'n me meaſure of revenge. [ Exita 
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Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others. 


Rich, PHUS far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment, 
Glo'ſter, the bloody and devouring boar, 
W hoſe rav'nous appetite has ſpoil'd your fields, 
Laid this rich country waſte, and rudely cropt 
Its ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, 
Is now e'en in the center of the iſle, 
As we're inform'd, near to the town of Leiceſter : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march; 
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Lines 
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Lines of fair comfort, and encouragement, S: 

Such as will help and animate our cauſes _ 

On which let's cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harveſt of a laſting peace, 

Or tame more laſting from a well-fought war. 

Ox. Your words have fire, my Lord, and warm our 

f men, | | 

Who look'd, methought, but cold before--diſhearten'd. 

With the unequal numbers of the foe. 5 

Rich. Why, double em ſtill, our cauſe would con- 

Thrice is he arm'd that has his quarrel juſt, [quer em. 

And he but naked, tho' lock'd up in ſteel, 

W hoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted : 

The very weight of Glo'ſter's guilt ſhall cruſh him, 
B/. His beſt friends, no doubt, will ſoon be ours. 
Ox. He has no friends, but what are fuch thro' fear. 
Rich. And we no foes, but what are ſuch to Heav'n.. 

Then doubt not, He-av'n's for us—let's on, my friends. 

True hope ne'er tires, but mounts with eagle's wings, 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

[ Exeunts 


[ 


SCE N E, 'Boſworth-Field, 
Enter Glo'ſter, Norfolk, Ratcliff, Surry, &c.. 


 GlI;/r. Here pitch our tent, e'en in Boſworth- field: 
My good Lord*of Norfolk, the chearful ſpeed 
* ſupply has merited my thanks. | 


Nor. I am rewarded, Sir, in having power N 
To ſerve your Majeſty. | — 
Glo'ſt. You have out thanks, my Lord: up with my 


tent: 
Here will I lay to- night but where to-morrow ?. 
Well, no matter wherg—has any careful friend 
Diſcover'd the number of the rebels? 

Nor. My Lord, as I from ſpies am well inform'd, 
Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power. 

Glo /t. Why, our battalions treble that account ; 
Beides, the King's name: is a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 

Nor. Their wants are greater yet, my Lord--thoſe een 
Of motion, life and ſpirit—did you but know 
How wretchedly their men diſgrace the field; 

Oh ſuch a tatter'a hoſt of mounted ſcarecrows ! 

So poor, ſo famiſh'd; their executors, A 

The greedy crows, fly hovering o'er their heads, 
| Impatient 


oy 


„ 
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My honour'd father! on my ſoul, 


King Re HARD the Third: 49 
Tmpatient for their lean inheritance. 75 


Glo ſt. Now, by St. Paul, we'll ſend em dinners and 


. Nay, give heir taſting horſes provender, [ apparel; | 


And after tight 'em—how long muſt we ſtay, 
My Lords, before theſe deſperate fools will give 
Us time to lay them with their faces upwards ? 
Nor. Unleſs their famine ſaves our ſwords that labour, 
To-morrow's ſun will light 'em to their ruin; 


So ſoon, I hear, they mean to give us battle. 


Glo ſt. The ſooner ſtill the better—Come, my Lords, 
Now let's ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 


Call me ſome men of ſound direction. 


Nor. My gracious Lord— 

Glo'ft. What ſay'ſt thou, Norfolk? | 

Nor. Might I adviſe your Majeſty, you yet 
Shall fave the blood that may be thed to-morrow 

Glo'ft: How ſo, my Lord? | 

Nor. The.poor condition of the rebels tells me, 
That on a pardon offer'd to the lives | 


Of thoſe who inſtantly ſhall quit their arms, [leſs, 


Young Richmond, ere to-morrow's dawn, were friend- 

Glo ft. Why that, indeed, was our Sixth Harry's way, 

Which made his reign one ſcene of rude commotion. 

I'll be in men's deſpite a Monarch; no, | 

Let kings that fear, torgive—Blows and revenge for me. 
| [ Exeunt, 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Sir William 

Brandon, Ec. 5 | 
Rich. The weary fun has made a golden ſet, 
And by yon ruddy brightneſs of the clouas, 


Gives tokens of a goodly day to-morrow. 


Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard. * 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Which parts in juſt proportion our ſmall power: 
Here may each leader know his ſev'ral charge: 
My Lord of Qxfora, you Sir Walter Herbert, 
And you, Sir William Brandon, ſtay with me: 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment. 
Enter S#ldier. g 
Sol. Sir, àa Gentleman, that calls himſelf Stanley, 
Defires admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 
Rich. Now, by our hopes, my noble father-in-law 
Admit him my good friends, your leave awhile. 
- Enter Lord Stanley. : 
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The joy of ſeeing you this night is more 


Than my moſt knowing hopes preſag' d- what news? 
Kan. I by commiſſion bleſs thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 


The Queen, too, has with tears of joy conſented 
Thou ſhould'ſt eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter, 


At whom the tyrant Richard cloſely aims. 
In brief, (for now the ſhorteſt moment of 
My ftay is bought with hazard of my lite,) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
(For ſo the ſeaſon of affairs re 2 ä 


And this be ſure of, I, upon the fir 


Occaſion offer d, will deceive ſome eyes, 

And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms, 

In which J had more forward been ere this, 

But that the life of thy young brother, George, 


(Whom for my pawn of faith ſtern Richard keeps,) 


Wou'd then be forfeit to his wild revenge, 
Farewell, the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to renew thoſe vows of love, 
Which ſo long ſundred friends ſhould dwell upon. 
Rich. We may meet again, my Lord— þ. 
Stan, Till then, once more 6 reſolute 
: and conquer. | [ Exit. 
Rich, Give him ſafe conduct to his regiment. 
Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a buſy day ; 
But come, the night's far ſpent—let's in to Council, 
Captain, an hour before the fun gets up : 
Let me be wak'd-eI will in perſon walk 
From tent to tent, and early chear the ſoldiers. 


[ Exeunt, 
Dy SCENE, Boſworth-Field. 
Enter Glo'ſter, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Cateſby. 


Glo ſt. Cateſby. 
_ Cateſ. Here, my Lord. * 
Glo ſt. Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 
To Stanley's regiment ; bid him fore ſun-riſe Y 
eet me with his power, or young George's heaEF 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delay. 
What, is my beaver eaſier than it was, 


And all my armour laid into my tent? 


Cateſ. It is, my Liege; all is in readineſs. _ 
Glo'ſt. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge: 


Uk careful watch chooſe truſty centinels, 1 
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Nor. Doubt not, my Lord. 2 
Glo ſt. Be ſtirring with the lark, good Norfolk. 
Nor. I ſhall, my Lord - [Exir: 
Glo'ft, Saddle — Surry : for the field to-morrow. 
Is ink and paper ready ? 
Cateſ. It is, my Lord. 
Glo ſt. An hour after midnight come to my tent, 
And help to arm me—A good night, my 72 
xtt. 
Cateſ. Methinks the King has not that pleas'd Peri, 
Nor chear of mind that he was wont to have.“ | 
Rat. The mere effect of. buſineſs; 3 
You'll find him, Sir, another man i'th' field, 
When you {fall ſee him with his beaver up, 
Ready to mount his neighing Reed, with whom 
He ſmiling feems to have ſome wanton talk, 


| Clapping his pamper d fides to hold him ſtill; 


Then with a motion ſwift, and light as air, 

Like fiery Mars, he vaults him to the ſaddle ; 

Looks terror to the foe, and courage to his ſoldiers, 
Cateſ. Good-night to Richmond, then; for, as 1 

His numbers are ſo few, and thoſe ſo ſick, Chear, 

And famiſh'd in their march —if he dares fight hs 

He jumps into the ſea to cool his fever. 

But come, tis late Now let us to our tents, 

We've few hours good before the trumpet wakes us. 

 [Exeuns, 
Enter Glo'ſter from his Tent. 


lo ſt. 'Tisnow the dead of night, and half the world 
Is in a lonely ſolemn darkneſs hung; 
Vet I (ſo co a RO me,) 
With all . weary courtſhip . 
My care-tir'd thoughts, can't — 1 her to my bed, 
Tho'ev'ntheftars do wink, as 'twere with over Watching 
III forth and walk a While — The air's rein 
And the ripe harveſt of the new-mown hay, 
Gives it a tweet and wholeſome odour. 
How awful is this gloom And hark, from campeo camp 
The hum of either army fill ſounds, | 
That the fixt centinels is amo receive 
The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch: 
Steed threatens feed in high and boaſtful neighings,. 
Piercing the night's dull ear Hark, from the tents 
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With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation ; while ſome, 
Like ſacrifices, by their fires of watch, 5 
With patience fit, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger—By yon heav'n, my ſtern 
Impatience chides this tardy-gated night, | _ 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp 
So tediouſly away—l'll to my couch, = 
And once more try to {leep her into morning. B 
; | [Lies don; a groan is heard, Ce 
Ha evhat means that diſmal voice? Sure ti M 
Ihe echo of ſome yawning ERC ELIOT 0! 
That teems with ,an untimely, gkoſt— tis gone!  PF£'W 
*T was but my fancy, or perhaps the, wind, I « 
Forcing! his entrance through ſome hollow cavern, I a 
No matter what—Lfeel my eyes grow heavy. {Sleeps W 
King Henry's Ghoſt, Lady Anne's Ghoſt, and the 
Ghoſts of the young Princes riſe. 

K. Hen. Oh! thou whoſe unrelenting thoughts, not all = 

The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ſhake, | p 


Whole conſcience, with thy body, ever fleeps, ; 
Sleep on; while I, by heav'n's- high ordinance, 
In dreams of horror wake thy frightful ſoul : 


Now give thy Fenn to me; let em behold 
Theſe gaping wounds, which thy death-dealing hand Har 
Within the Tower gave my anointed body: Th 
Now fhall thy own devouring conſcience gnaw "I 
Thy heart, and terribly revenge my murder. ( 
5. Ed. Richard, dream on, and fee the wanderingſwe 


ſpitits ©6449 nnn . . | Hor 

Of thy young nephews, murder'd in the Tower: G 
Could not our youth, 'our innocence perſuade * 
Thy eruel heart to ſpare our harmleſs lives? E 

Who, hut for thee, alas, — — have enjoy d C 
Our many promis'd years of happineſs. A 
No ſoul, fave thine, but pities our miſuſage; N 


Oh, twas a cruel deed! therefore alone 
Pnpitying, unpitied ſhalt thon fall. 
LI. Anne. Think on the wrongs of wretched Anne R. 


thy wie. 22 3 N $o 
Ev'n in che bartle's heat remember me, R. 
And edgeleſs fall thy ſword—Deſpair and die. 10. 
K. Henry. The morning's dawn has ſummon d mg R. 


AWAY: : 


. Now 
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Now, Richard, wake in all the hells of guilt! 

And let that wild deſpair, which now does prey 

| Upon thy mangled thoughts, alarm the world. 
Awake, Richard, awake, to guilty minds . 

A terrible example. [AI Ghoſts fink. 
Glo'fl. Give me a horſe—bind up. my wounds! 

Have mercy, heav'n! Ha! ſoft! was but a dream; 

But then ſo terrible, it ſhakes my ſoul; 

ard. Cold drops of ſweat. hang on my trembling fleſh ; 

My blood grows chilly, and I.treeze with horror : 

Oh, - tyrant conſcience ! how doſt thou affliet me! 

When I look back, tis terrible retreating : _ | 

I cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent. 

n, II am but man, and fate! do thou diſpoſe me- 
ee pl. Who's. there 2 i : 3 | 
| Enter Cateſby. 

Cateſ. Tis I, my Lord: The early village cock 
Has theice done ſalutation to the morn: | 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

Glo. Oh, Cateſby! I have had ſuch horrid dreams. 

Cateſ. 2 my Lord below the ſoldier's 

ceding, | 

Glo'ſt. Now, 2 my this day's hopes—ſhadows te- 

| night 5 5 | 
handſgave ad, terror to the ſoul of Richard, 

Than can the ſubſtance of ten: thouſand ſoldiers, 

Arm'd all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

8 Cateſ. Be more yourſelf, my Lord: Confider, Sir, 
ering Were it but known a dream had frighted you, 

How would your animated foes Jack > on't? | 
Glo ſt. Periſh that thought—no, never be it ſaic 
hat fate itſelf cou'd awe the ſoul of Richard. 

Hence, babbling dreams, you threaten here in yaing 
_ Conſcience, avaunt! Richard's himſelf again: 
Hark! the ſhrill trumpet ſounds to horſe," away; 
My ſoul's in arms, and eager for the fray, [Exeunt. 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, &c. 
Inne] Rich. Halt. 

I Sg. Halt halt! 

Rich, How far into the morning is it, friends? 
IO rx. Near four, my Lord. < | 
'd ma Rieh. 'Tis well 

m glad to find we are ſuch early ftirrers,. 

Now 7 E 2 45 Ox. 
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Ox. Methinks the foe's leſs forward than we thought 

8 SEL: aa als 
Worn as we are, wei brave the field before m. 

— Rich. Come, there looks life in fuch a chearful hafte ; 
If dreams ſhou'd animate a foul reſoly'd, 
I'm more than pleas'd with thoſe I've had o+, ant | 
Methought that all the ghoſts of them, whoſe bodies 
Richard murder'd, came mourning to my tent, 

And rous'd me to revenge em. 3 
Ox. A good omen, Sit —hark, the trumpet of 
The enemy: It ſpeaks them on the march. | 
Rich. Why then let's on, my friends, to face em; 
In peace there's nothing ſo becomes a man 
As mild behaviour, and humility : . 
But when'the blaſt of war blows in our ears, 
Let us be tigers in our fierce deportment: 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this body on the earth's cold face; 
But if we thrive, the glory of the action 
The meaneſt here ſhall ſhare his part of: 
| Advange your ſtandards, draw your willing ſwords ; 
Sound drums, and trumpets, boldly and cheartully, 
The word's St. George, Richmond and 3 6 


Enter Glo'ſter, Cateſby, &. 
Go. Who ſaw the ſun to-day? 
Cateſ. He has not yet broke forth, my Lord. 
Gl. Then he diſdains to ſhine—for by the clock! 
He ſhou'd have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago: | 
Not ſhine to-day ! why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the ſelf ſame heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks low'ring upon hinr. 


Enter Norfolk with a paper. 


Nor. Prepare, my Lord, the foe is in the field. 

. - .Glo'ft, Come, buftle, buſtle, caparifon my horſe, 
Call forth Lord —_— bid him bring his pow'r ; 
Myſelf will lead the ſoidiers to che plain. 9p 

: | 255 [Exit Cateſby 

Well, Norfolk, what think' thou now ? = | 

Nor. That we ſhall conquer—but on my tent 

This morning early was this paper found. 
lo. ſt. Reads. ] e Jocky of Norfolk, be not too bold 

For Dickon thy maſter is bought and ſold,” 
A weak invention of the enemy : 
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Nay, haſte, my lord —the day's againſt us. ¶ Exit. 
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Come, gentlemen, now each man to his charge, 


And ere we do beſtride our foaming ſeeds, 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A ſcum of Britons, raſcals, run-aways, _ . 
Whom their o'er-cloy'd country vomits fortan 
To deſperate adventures, and defir:Rion: „ 
If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, | 
And not thoſe baſtard Britons, whom our fathers 


Have in their own land beaten, ſpurn'd, and trod on, 


And left them on record the heirs of ſhame* . 
Are thoſe men fit to be the heirs of England? 


Enter Catelby. 


What ſays Lord Stanley? —will he bring his pow'r? | 
Cateſ. He does refuſe, my Lord—he will not ftir. 


Glo'ft. Off with his ſon George's head. | 
_  Norf. My lord, the foe's already paſt the marſh— 


After the battle let young Stanley die. 


Gloſt. Why, after be it then. n 
A thouſand hearts are ſwelling in my boſom; 


Draw, archers, draw your arrows to. the head; 


Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in blood; 


And thou, our warlike champion, thrice-renown'd, 

St. George, inſpire me with the rage of lions: 

Upon 'em—charge—-follow me. _ [Exeunt, 

Several Excur fions, Soldiers dreve acroſs the Stage by 
Glo'ſter. Ty 


Re-enter Glo'ſter. [Richard calls; 


Glo*ſe. What, ho! young Richmond, ho! tis 


J hate thee, Harry, for thy blood of Lancaſter ! 
Now, if thou doſt not hide thee from my/iword, 
Now, while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And dying groans tranſpierce the wounded air; 


_ Richmond, I fay, come forth, and ſingly face me; 


Richard is h6arſe with daring thee to arms. 
Enter Cateſby and Norfolk in diſorder, 


Cateſ. Reſcue! reſcue! my Lord of Norfolk, haſte, 
The King enacts more wonders than a man, | 


[Ex:t 6: 


_ Daring and Nees to every danger: ELD 


His horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 5 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death; 


Enter 


#6 The Vagical Hiſtory of © 
Enter Glo'fter and Ratcliff, © g, 


Rat. This way, this way, my Lord - below yon 

Stands a ſwift horſe away, ruin purſues us; [thicket 

Withdraw, my Lord, for only flight can ſave you. 
G1 t. Slave! I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 

And I wilt ſtand the hazard of the die: | 

I think there be fix Richmonds in the field, 


Five have I flain to-day inſtead of him: 


[ Exeunt- 
| Glo'ſter and Richmond meeting. 
Glo'ſt. Of one or both of us, the time is come. 
Rich, Kind Heav'n, I thank thee, for my cauſe is. 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. [thine 3. 


But that the ſpoited rebel ſtains the ſoldier, FR 
Rich. Nor ſhould thy proweſs, Richard, want my 
But that thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrant, [ praiſe; 
So thrive my ſword, as Heav'n's high vengeance draws: 
Glo'ſr. My ſoul and body on the action both. [ it, 
Rich. A dreadful lay — here's to decide it. f 
Et ws | [ Fight; Richard falls, 
Glo ſt. Perdition catch thy arm the chance is thine. 
But oh! the vaſt renown thou haſt acquir'd | 
In conqu'ring Richard, does afflièt him more 
Than ey'n his body's parting with its foul. 
Now let the world no longer be a ſtage 
To feed contention in a ling'ring act; 
But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain | 
a, in all boſoms; that each heart being ſet 
On bloody actions, the rude ſcene may end, EIA 
And darkneſs be the burier of the dead, [Dies. 
Rich. Farewell, Richard, and from thy dreadtul end 
May future Kings from tyranny be warn; d:. 
Had thy aſpiring foul but ſtir d in virtue 
With half the ſpirit it has dar'd in evil, | | 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Engliſh annals?. 
But as thou art, how fair a page thou'ſ blotted! 
Hark! the glad trumpets ſpeak the field our own. 


Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and Soldiers, with King 
IC Ep ; 2: Richardy nnn 
Oh welcome, friends! my noble father, welcome 
| | Heav'n 


; | it | 3: bonf 
_ Glo'ſe. A horſe ! a horſe! my kingdom for a horfe. 


An horſe an horſe! my kingdom for an horſe! . 


 Glo'ſt. Thy gallant bearing, Harry, I cou'd plaud, 
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Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours; 
See there, my Lords, ft-rn Richard is no more. 

Kan. Victorious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit« 

| ted thee! i Lo. 
And ſee the juſt reward that Heay'n has ſent thee: _ - 
Amongſt the glorious ſpoils of Boſworth Field, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine: | 
"Tis. doubly thine, by conqueſt and by chozce, - _ . ++ 
Long live Henry the ſeventh, King of England. 

Rich, Next to juſt Heav'n my neble countrymen, 
T owe my thanks to you, whoſe love I'm prond of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my gratitude. 
But now, my Lords, — what friends of us are miſſing? 
ph tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Stan. He is, my Liege, and ſafe in Leiceſter town, 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
1 is fav Enter Blunt. N a 2 

Blunt. My Lord, the Queen, and fair Elizabeth 
Her beauteous daughter, ſome few miles off, 
Are on the way to gratulate your victory. 

Rich, Ay, there indeed my toil's rewarded: 
Let us prepare to meet em, Lortds—and then, 
As we're already hound by ſolemn vows, © - 
We'll twine the roſes,” red and white, together, 
And both from one kind ſtalk ſhall Aourith „ 
England has long been mad, and ſcar'd herſelf; 


The father raſhly ſſaughter d his own ſon; 
The bloody ſon, compell'd, has kill'd his fire. 
Oh now, Lei Henry and Elizabeth, ' 


The true ſucceſſors of each Royal Houſe, 
Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadly wounds; 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd, 
That wou'd reduce thoſe bloody days again; 
Ne'er let him live to taſte our joy's increaſe © 
That wou'd with treaſon wound fair England's peace. 
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printed on fine Paper, and 
adorned with elegant Frontiſpieces, the following 


TRAGEDIES, COMEDIES and FARCES. 


1. The Wonder! > Woman keeps a Secret. A Co- 
medy. By Mrs. Centlivre. 

. The Mock Doctor; or the Dumb Lady aured, 
By Henry Fielding. 


"9 The 4 S e. A Comedy. By Mr. 


Farquhar. 
4. The Provok d Huſband; or, a Journey to London; 
| 2 By Sir * Vanburgh and _ 
| ibber. | | 
Cato. A Tragedy. By Mr. ei 
6. 6. The King « and the Miller of Mansfield. By Mr. 
ey. 
7. The Orphan; or, Unhappy Marrizge. A Tra- 


gedy. By Mr. Otwa 
8. The Provok'd Wife. A Tomedy, By Sir Johs 
By Dr. Young. 


Vanburgh. 
9. The Revenge. A Tragedy. 
10. Tanered an gs. A Tragedy. By! 


Thomſon, Author of the Seaſons. 
11. Ts. Suſpicious Huſband. A Comedy. By Dr. 
oadl | ; 
12. The Toy-Shop. By Mr. Dodſley. | 


Mr. Gay. 

14. The Fair Penitent. A Tragedy. By Mr. "nay 

25. George Barnwell, By Mr. Lillo. 

16. Jane Shore. A Tragedy. By Mr. Rowe, 

17. The Stage-Coach. "By Mr. Farquhar. 

18. The Devil to Pay; or a Wives Meramorphos'd, 
By Mr. Coffey: | 


19. Flora, or Hob in the Well. By Mr. Hippiſley. 


20. The Diſtreſt Mother. A Tragedy. By Mr. AmB, 
| Philips. F 
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